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These letters of two newspaper people 
were not originally intended for publication. 
They tell their own story. 



®tllce of (Tbe JBvcnim Stat 

To Daphne, praise-compelling sage, 
Whose wise and witty Woman^s Page 
May see its features from afar 
Reflected m « The Evening Star,** 
The scribe, with thankfulness imbued. 
Herewith expresses gratitude. 

Editor Woman* s Page, 

" The Evenmg Star '• 



DAPHNE AND HER LAD 



Office of XSbc (Blobe* 

Philadelphia, Penn., 

Thursday, March 19, 1903. 

For the pretty and graceful compliment 
enshrined in verse Daphne of The Globe re- 
turns sincere thanks ;^ having but a nodding 
acquaintance with the Muse, she must con- 
tent herself with expressing appreciation in 
plain newspaper parlance. 

Being a woman. Daphne unblushingly 
avows a curiosity regarding the unknown 
scribe. Does her gratitude go forth to the 
masculine editor of a Woman's Page, or to 
a coworker of the feminine persuasion ? 
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Otticc ot XSbc Bvening Stat* 

Monday, March 23, 1903. 
Shall I declare myself a man, O Daphne of 
The Globe, and take the risk of forfeiting 
what promises to be a delightful correspond- 
ence, or shall I avow myself of the gentler 
sex, and thus hope in future for an encour- 
aging line now and then from the clever 
editor of another Woman's Page ? 
Ed. Woman's Page, 

The Evening Star, 



Daphne and .Her Lad 



Atlantic City, March 29, 1903. 

Within sound of the booming surf, I col- 
lect my thoughts to write to my appreciative 
woman editor, or clever man editor of a 
woman's page. Which ? Have I any choice 
in the matter, if I hear I may become a fac- 
tor of encouragement to one of my own 
sex. 

Rather shall I not put aside the " delight- 
ful correspondence" which my too- willing 
imagination garnishes with tempting possi- 
bilities, and tiirn to a sister writer who may 
need womanly S3rmpathy ? 

You see I bristle with interrogations, but 
being a mortal prone to conscientiousness — 
a weighty word to write — I desire to throw 
aside personal considerations and choose the 
better part. 

In this short life let me do the most good, 
and be you man or woman I am ready to 
stand Samaritan. If you were here this de- 
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lightful afternoon, we might stroll on the 
board walk, and being a normal woman I 
would say I like men, and to the clever ones 
I drop my prettiest courtesy. 

Daphne. 



Daphne and Her Lad 



April 5, 1903. 

Your little grey letter winged to me from 
the seashore like a belated gull strayed inland, 
Daphne of the board walk, and brought with 
it the boom of the surf, the well-remembered 
picture of the stretch of beach and you, a soli- 
tary figure (I hope you were solitary!) look- 
ing out to sea and — cheerful thought — 
thinking of me. 

I have wearied of the woman-and-man re- 
membrance of my last visit to the city by the 
sea which has tormented me these three 
years, and gladly welcome the change to the 
solitary (?) figure of the woman. 

I close my eyes and see her, tall and alert 
as becometh her name, grey of eye and 
brown of hair, with the wind teasing her 
along and driving the riotous colour into 
her cheeks. " Dost like the picture ? '' 

Tell me if you have magnetism, chamiy 
personality to waste, for you stamp it even 
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upon your clippings and your freckle lo- 
tions ! 

Think of me as your heart, your fancy, or 
your inner-consciousness dictates ; only grant 
that your charitable intentions may never 
fail the 

Ed. Woman's Page 

of The Evening Star, 



Daphne and Her Lad 



Otticc of Sbe (Blobe, 

April 7, 1903. 

Dear Lad : I insist on making a man of 
you — are you very young? Truly I hope 
not. You do not "talk young," and you 
know how to please a woman with subtle 
touches, all of which reveals experience and 
maturity. I grow weary of the young man. 
In his sacred presence one must salaam to 
the ever-present ego, or realise an ideal. I 
fear I can do neither. 

I am a child (?) of nature pure and 
simple, as my name indicates ; after this con- 
fession, if you shy off it will be my mis- 
fortune, not yours. 

I like your pen picture, and deplore the 
dispelling of the illusion, but being truthful 
as well as pure and simple, I must throw in 
a correction or two: so open your ears and 
hearken. 

Am I tall? Five feet five and a half. 
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Blue eyes, not grey as you hoped, and hair 
alas and alack! red; not the scarlet locks of 
Mrs. Leslie Carter, but what the boys in the 
office kindly call auburn, which ever and 
anon assumes vivid hues when " ads " knock 
out my page or the composing room turns 
my temper upside down. 

Complexion, fair; colour, all there, but 
whether " riotous " or not depends. My 
weight? Here it behoves me to be wary. 
You may adore the tall, svelte type, or else 
luxuriate in the amplitude of fair fleshiness ; 
in either case I incur too much risk to be 
truthful, so ask you to fall back on your 
imagination. 

Now you must play fair, and give yourself 
a name. Editor of Woman's Page means 
nothing, and puts me at a disadvantage. 
You keep your visor down while I am 
armourless. I pray you at least indulge in 
a sobriquet. It is all I ask. The rest I 
may fathom as time goes on. 

Letters will be the key to your personality. 
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and I revel in the thought of an unknown 
correspondent, around whom I may group 
all sorts of pretty fancies. 

What you are pleased to call magnetism, 
is nothing more nor less than a super- 
abundance of vitality that knows no 
damming. 

Some day I may regret my wild extrava- 
gance, but just now I am flinging it broad- 
side. 

Au revoir, and may my note find favour 
in your sight 

Daphne. 
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9tticc ot Vbc (Blobe* 

(Extract from the Lad's Page.) 

April 9, 1903. 

True, platonic friendship in its transition 
stage is as agreeable a state of existence as 
can be imagined, for it is the real " marriage 
of true minds,'' which admits of no impedi- 
ment. 

Congeniality, the community of interests, 
takes the place of love and warms both hearts 
with its genial glow. A delightful frank- 
ness exists between the two. There is noth- 
ing to conceal, no reason for dissembling, no 
effort to appear other than the natural self, 
no strain to approach the other's ideal. 

It is a state of existence both restful and 
stimulating, and appeals to the best in man 
and woman. 

Pray pardon the editing, but it pleased me 

to make ideal conditions— one of my usual 

tricks, never realised. 

Daphne. 
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Office of tTbe Et^enfttd Stat. 

April lo. 

Dear Lady : Am I to be judged and con- 
demned by my own editorial? hoist by my 
own petard ? I pray you, spare me. 

Being editor of a Woman's Page, shall I 
not endeavour to be all things to all women ? 
Take a woman's view-point, and wear her 
femininity as a hood to cover my — I was 
about to say masculine mind, but I will not 
offend the woman in you. 

Am I young? One-and-thirty — too old 
for the salaams, you see, and the respectable 
treatment of my Ego. Just old enough to be 
able to appreciate the goddess in the woman, 
the woman in the goddess. And faith ! my 
counterfeit presentment of her charms is 
utterly effaced by the reality of blue eyes, 
ruddy locks, and five foot five. 

A little higher than my heart, I must con- 
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fess, but "man's reach must exceed his 
grasp — or what's Heaven for?" 

My name ? It should be " musical as is 
Apollo's lute." Alas! there be those who 
call me plain Tom. But you have given me 
a name to rejoice in, and I sign myself there- 
with, 

Your Lad. 
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(An Easter bud, small but full of promise.) 

Office of XLbc 0lol)e* 

Easter Sunday, 1903. 

Dear Lad : The rain has driven me out of 
doors. Instead of donning diaphanous 
drapery, and giving myself over to the 
charm of Sunday afternoon frivolities, I am 
as one possessed, wandering hither and 
thither like a lost soul. 

Recognising the futility of enforced home 
comforts, I don my spring creation of ruddy 
browns and start office-ward, feeling the 
hand of destiny, and yielding to its impor- 
tunity. 

Behold! Your letter is here, and you 
should rejoice to know that a great calm has 
settled upon my soul, and the spirit of unrest 
has passed away. I am one of the most sen- 
sitive and imaginative women on the face of 
God's earth; sometimes I think I am " fey '* 
— ^so quickly do I yield to telepathic in- 
fluence. 
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I may not send this letter for twenty-four 
hours, but it is wise to write when one is 
well within an atmosphere, and just now I 
am breathing yours. 

You are clever, and right glad am I; yet 
I tremble, fearing I may not rise to the 
standard of female excellence which I know 
a man of your calibre must have created. 

By degrees, as you learn to know me, the 
kindly thoughts fostered by mystery will 
fade one by one, and I will stand revealed, 
not the m)rthologicaI maid of mental and 
physical charm, but just the plain everyday 
woman, full of faults and foibles. 

I am human, — ^alarmingly human, — and 
if there be times when I disclose my un- 
clothed temperament surely your "mas- 
culine mind " may revolt. 

Men are queer animals. They condemn 
where they should protect. Tell me truly, 
what induced you to start this correspond- 
ence? Why should you seek talk with a 
woman of whom you know literally noth- 
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ing, and about whom you must ask nothing 
until she sajrs Yea. 

Will you promise me that no matter how 
great the temptation, you will respect the 
nimbus I have thrown about my identity ? 

Nay, I like not Apollo. If I remember 
aright it was this insistent god who cruelly 
pursued the maid Daphne with his unwel- 
come caresses. If you prefer L-A-D so 
let it be. One may run the gamut on those 
three letters. 

May the gods be praised, you have passed 
the thirties, and tided over the Imbecile Age. 

Easter Monday afternoon. — ^I was 
dragged from my desk yesterday willy-nilly, 
and to-day when I try to piece my broken 
thought, there is not a fragment of an idea 
to help me out. Loss of atmosphere, you 
see. 

Try my plan, and see if it will not work. 
But — don't Wftit twenty-four hours. 
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Office of tbe Svcnlna Stat. 

April 1 8. 

Am I sufficiently calm to ask now, 
Daphne, by whom you were " dragged wiUy- 
nilly " from your desk on Easter Sunday ? 

Fm sure the fellow must have known you 
were there or he would never have "hap- 
pened in" to break me up. 'Bad cess to 
him, whoever he is, for compelling you out 
of my atmosphere. 

What induced me to start this corre- 
spondence? You answer your own ques- 
tion. You did. The scrap of thankfulness 
for a page which afforded me such clippable 
stuff was answered by an appreciation full 
of the charm which is so absolutely Daphne- 
like that I could not choose but pray for 
more. 

You seem to me different from other 
women. That's trite, I know, but I read the 
difference in your lines as well as between 
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them; and you are so distinctly feminine, 
the trait most appealing in your sex, most 
rare in this age of the " eternal masculine." 
Moreover you are clever, to me an irresisti- 
ble charm. A woman may make herself 
pretty or even attractive, but she may not — 
no, not by taking thought — ^add one cubit of 
wit to her composition. You see, Daphne, 
you are you, which is as much a man's rea- 
son as " because " is a woman's. 

Do you realise what you are asking when 
you tell me I must promise to respect your 
cloud of invisibility ? How mystery appeals 
to women! Since you command, I must 
perforce obey, though should you reveal 
yourself, I should even then exclaim with 
iEneas, " O dea certe ! " 

My Easter Sunday was bright and hot — 
hot as Tophet — ^and as I strolled down 
Franklin Street, and watched the parade, I 
am sure my heart beat faster at the approach 
of ruddy locks, which, but for the interven- 
tion of Fate, might have belonged to you. 
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The emblem of your " crimson rambler " is 
therefore not to be denied. 

If you please — see how humbly I ask — 
may I be allowed to know the first name of 
my lady of The Globe f 

Your Lad. 
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Office of XLbc (5lo})c. 

April 23, 9 A. M. 

Bravo! Laddie, you must be a direct 
descendant of the Blarney Stone. Such 
pretty things to say to an impressionable 
woman. Seriously, I am delighted that you 
think me all you write. 

There is a brother of mine who lives in 
New York; a man well and favourably 
known in the literary world. Some day 
you must meet him. It's needless to say he 
is extremely versatile, and I sit at his feet 
and dare not even touch the latchet of his 
shoe. 

You say I am different from other 
women. May the gods be praised ! I dread 
mediocrity. But it is the fact of conveying 
this impression through my writing that de- 
lights me. Until five years ago I never 
knew I possessed any individuality. Quite 
by chance I discovered the fact. 
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I must tell you something which may be 
of interest. I was educated at St. Joseph's, 
Emmittsburg, Md. My dear old convent 
home where we were taught to learn, for 
what does a schoolgirl know ! 

It is only by experience that our lives are 
rounded out, and since then I have lived, 
dear Lad, I have lived ! Have you ? 

Tell me something personal. What do 
you like — books? Naturally. Music? 
There's a rhythm and swing about your 
sentences that could only emanate from a 
melodic nature. 

I want to know a wee bit more about you. 
My Southern education should make us akin. 

Gladly will I tell you my first name, also 
the second. Dorothy, after my mother, and 
Julie, which my school friends shortened to 
Jule. I love the old name, bringing back as 
it does those happy days. But you must 
call me "Daphne," won't you? I think I 
should like to hear you say it. 

Will you be glad to know that our cor- 
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respondence began at a time when I most 
needed it? I cannot tell you why, at least 
not now, but if it was so ordained, the good 
God did the right thing. 

Good-night. I like to feel that this letter 
reaches you almost before the ink is dry. 

Daphne. 
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(Clipping from Daphne's Letter.) 

" We should not expect to learn the whole 
creed of love from a single lesson or a single 
master/' 

May I aid in the instruction of one 
woman? The longer the course, the better. 

Your Lad. 
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Onicc of XCbe (3IoI)e* 

Twenty-fourth April. 

*' Am I to be hoist by my own petard ? '' 
I have forgotten to tell you that I am a phi- 
losopher, an observer of human nature, and, 
by age and experience am entitled to say 
what I think I know. 

Yet, with the breath of Spring in my 
blood, I feel almost juvenile, and there may 
be possibilities of requiring a tutor. 

I am so accustomed to being the motive 
power for others, that I find but little time to 
act the " clinging vine." Occasionally the 
woman in me cries out for the Oak, but oh, 
so seldom ! 

Then again. Laddie, tutors are dan- 
gerous creatures. Witness in the past poor 
Heloise and Abelard, and the present fur- 
nishes us with opera bouffe in Saxony. I 
am glad you keep tabs on me, through my 
page; it shows an interest. I wish I could 



24 Daphne and Her Lad 

see yours daily; I meet it too seldom. When 
you write, remember you owe me a tremen- 
dous letter. This is one of my irresponsible 
days, and I am liable to say things. Au 
revpir, 

Daphne. 
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Monday night. 

May the gods grant that I meet Daphne 
on one of her " irresponsible days." I like 
her all the better when she is most liable to 
" say things." 

Dear Lady, do you know what you do 
when you ask a man to open the flood-gates 
of his egotism, and let the whole current of 
his thought rush through banks of I*s? Yet 
for the sake of your dear little wish, I run 
the risk of overwhelming you with my in- 
sig^ificancies. 

For those years of my life when I should 
have been making copy of all sorts and con- 
ditions of men, my gaze was riveted on some 
book or other, and I never saw half a yard 
beyond my own nose. Thackeray and 
George Meredith, Kipling and Stevenson, 
Browning and Balzac made the world for 
me till I awoke, and — ^lived ! Music ? I've 
juggled with various instruments and loved 
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them all. A dilettante with brush and pen. 
I blush to confess the number of my fads to 
you. Also horses I love and my friendly 
briarwood, and chief among all my fox ter- 
rier, Dixie, who fills a comer of my heart to 
his entire satisfaction. I freely acknowl- 
edge — ^yet with shame — Daphne, that I am 
a jack of all trades and equally good for 
nothing in each. 

And so you are Southern educated? 
That's next best to being Southern bom. I 
like the Dorothy and the Julie, but best of 
all I like Daphne^ and so you shall be to 
me. 

What an independent little woman it is 
— ^who scorns the effect of clinging vine and 
spurns the oak that would say " lean on me." 
What satisfies the woman in you, Daphne? 
The woman that begs for its "playfellow 
and a lullaby of laughter and kisses? " Do 
you starve her? do you offer her nothing? 
Is she content with independence always? 
I dpubt it. And so you rarely see my page? 
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I am disappointed. It strikes me as being 
an altogether masculine affair, though 
woman is my theme, and I clip conscien- 
tiously from you. I am sure we exchange 
with you, and I wish you would give me the 
benefit of your woman's judgment some- 
times. I should like tremendously to meet 
that brother of yours. Is he like you? 
And tell me, dear Lady, how did you " find 
yourself " ? was it by accident or did some- 
body help you to make the discovery? 

Something has been worrying me. 
YouVe not married, are you ? You see I be- 
lieve in asking point-blank questions. I 
have had a wearying, worrying fortnight, 
so to-morrow I go off for a bit of a holiday. 
My desk is piled high with MS. and I have 
slipped an obliging fellow into my place. 
The office will have my various addresses, 
so if you write — ^and I pray you may, else 
what of my holiday — ^they will forward 
your letters. Suppose my way lay through 
Philadelphia, what then? 
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And haven't you a wee little kodak you 
could let me have ? 

Your Lad. 

(Enclosed.) 
To Daphne-- Wakeful. 

In the Land of Lay-Me-Down-To-Sleep 

The Lotus flowers blow. 
And poppies prim with scarlet rim 

Are swaying to and fro. 
While at their feet a little stream 

Sings sleepily along, 
They clasp their tiny hands and throw 

Their petals for his song. 

In the Land of Lay-Me-Down-To-Sleep 

A Thorn tree wild doth grow, 
And covers up his cruel stings 

With blossoms white as snow. 
I pray thee pluck not any one 

Nor linger near it, lest 
Beneath the blossom lurk the Thorn 

Whose name is Wakefulness. 
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Thursday, i A. m. 

You see, Daphne is again the " wakeful " 
one, and has such an irresistible desire for 
an early chat that she claims indulgence. 

She i^ a bit lonely because she cannot fix 
the lad geographically. She selfishly likes 
to think of him as a stationary body, just 
where he may easily be found. 

Then she is anxious in spirit. Why? 
Dear Lad, don't tear away the beautiful veil 
which envelops me. Don't hunt me up yet. 
Let it last a little longer I beg and pray. 
There are so many things I might ask you, 
and yet, I refrain. Some day we may stand 
face to face, and then ! 

This time keep Philadelphia off your 
itinerary, and I promise a letter every 
twenty-four hours. 

It seems absurd to write so soon again, 
but my letter must go through so many 
hands before reaching yours that it will age 
on the road. 
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Your letter was like you, or rather like the 
man I think you are, and oh! your Mighti- 
ness, I stand abashed at my empty hands, 
when I consider your overflowing ones. 
Happy man to possess so many resources ! 

To-night I put your pretty verses under 
my pillow. When " I lay me down to sleep " 
the cruel thorn will be covered with down, 
and with gentle persistence your lullaby will 
send me to rest. 

Don't make me jealous of Dixie. That 
"special comer" of his sounds tempting. 
I, too, have a dog, a big Irish setter, Mac by 
name, who puts his head in my lap and lodes 
unutterable things. 

His great sad eyes tell me, I can swear, of 
some ancestor who went wrong, and now 
comes back to suffer. Send me Dixie's 
picture, won't you? And yours. It will 
give me courage to return the confidence. 

Indeed you mistake if you think I scorn 
the dinging vine or spurn the sturdy oak. 
I am too much of a woman not to know 
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where true happiness is to be found. There 
are times when I sigh for the " pla3rfellow, 
and the lullaby of laughter and kisses," but 
fate has played with me, a little cruelly per- 
haps, and I dare not lean on anyone. I 
must play the oak. 

That sounds as if I were a widow with 
sixteen small children depending upon me, 
doesn't it? I plead — ^not guilty. 

I am either blessed, or cursed, with a keen 
sense of responsibility, inherited from my 
mother. I am always propping up broken 
reeds, and it seems to me the more I prop the 
more they tumble. That sounds very un- 
selfish, when in reality, it reveals disgust- 
ing cowardice. 

You ask if I am married, and intimate 
that the thought disturbs you. Why? I 
am not yet ready to say yes or no, and before 
I do, you must tell me what possible differ- 
ence it could make in our friendship. 

If I am a maid, surely you are not so im- 
pressionable that Hymen is already peeking 
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around the corner (this is not a suggestion), 
and if I be a matron, need the thought of a 
possible husband prevent us being the best 
of friends ? 

Fm a bit curious to hear your ideas on the 
subject, and may it please yoiu* Highness 
not to keep me waiting ten days. It isn't 
chivalrous. 

I want to play fair, and I won't ask your 
name, but do wish I could send this direct 
to you. It seems such a waste of time. 
Good-night, may your holiday be a happy 
one. I wish I could share it with you, wan- 
dering through the beautiful land of No- 
where. 

Yours sleepily. 

Daphne. 
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New York, FourtK o' May. 

I wish you could share my holiday with 
me, Daphne. I have longed half a hundred 
times since I set out on my pilgrimage to the 
shrine of rest and recreation, for a kindred 
spirit to enjoy with me what I have enjoyed, 
to laugh with me, and even to sigh a bit with 
me. 

All roads lead sooner or later to Gotham, 
and my own wound hither rather quickly. 
The most fascinating spot in America, even 
without the congenial companion, and I have 
many friends here. Where do you think I 
spent my Sunday afternoon? Wandering 
A la Darby and Joan through the Park with 
" an old sweetheart of mine," Phyllis, who, 
when I last saw her, some fourteen or fifteen 
years ago, was a mere child. 

She has kept the promise of her youth — 
a charming promise. 

I rather think I am not what is called a 
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" marrying man." I love my own way far 
too well to sacrifice it to any woman. 

I am far too selfish to burden myself with 
one who must be consulted and placated at 
every turn. Do you understanding such a 
feeling, Daphne ? No, of course you do not. 
You are an unselfish woman whose metier 
in life is to be burdened with someone else's 
troubles. 

So, though I somehow cannot bear to 
think of you as belonging to any other man, 
it need make no difference in the somewhat 
ideal friendship we have undertaken, unless 
you will it otherwise. 

And I may not come to Philadelphia? 
But, dear Lady, my homeward route takes 
me there. How shall I avoid it? And 
being in the same town with you, how shall 
I have courage to sit quietly in my chair, or 
lie quiescently in my berth — ^which is not 
always the " sleep and the forgetting " the 
poet declares it to be ! 

You ask a great deal of me. Must I 
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obey? And where are those every four- 
and-twenty-hour letters you were to send 
me as a reward for my obedience ? 

Is it like you, Daphne, to ask all and give 
so little in return? 

A brief half-hour is all I crave. Think 
it over quickly, and let me know ; for I shall 
probably leave on Friday. 

fYouR Lad. 
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(Crossed.) 
9ttiCC Ot tlbC pO0t 

May 3. 

Laddie mio, will you think me very ego- 
tistical if I send for comment a special page 
put together in twenty-four hours, an order 
from the Chief, who took several depart- 
ments by surprise that he might test their 
efficiency. 

I am usually limited to three or four 
columns, cut up by ads, so when an eight- 
column space was allowed me, a very proud 
and busy woman was I — made the dummy 
and stood by the make-up man during that 
interesting process. 

My chief gratification is in the conscious- 
ness that I can handle the matter. When I 
took the Woman's Page I was such a novice. 
I knew absolutely nothing of its technicali- 
ties ; my work had always been edited for me, 
and determining to correct this condition, I 
started in with sleeves rolled up, and attacked 
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the various departments, first making 
friends with the compositors. How those 
good fellows worked for me Friday! The 
result — a very respectable page. As a news- 
paper man, what do you think of the de- 
tails ? If they would only give me the same 
space every week, how delighted I should 
be! I am a very glutton for work; it takes 
the place of many things. 

Tell me, have you an ideal woman ? Men 
love to think they have ; it adds to their im- 
portance. I confess partiality to no par- 
ticular masculine brand. Brains tempered 
with tenderness and understanding make a 
composite that one might well adore. 

Your self-confessed make-up is fascinat- 
ing. I love the writers you love because 
they are so human; and music! how it ap- 
peals to every fibre. A case in point — 
absurd, but true: last week I went a-shop- 
ping in one of our large department stores. 
Near by was a small orchestra playing the 
dreamy, longing air of " Violets." 
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It goes to one's very heart, so much is ex- 
pressed in its tenderness. My commercial 
interests were economical, but the combina- 
tion of sweet sounds and exquisite lingerie 
were overpowering and I fell by the way- 
side, became scandalously extravagant and 
only drew the purse-strings when the music 
ceased. I'm afraid of music. It is weaken- 
iiigj yet it is to Chopin I fly when I am sur- 
charged. He is a magnificent safety valve. 

Is my brother like me? Nay, though our 
literary tastes are congenial. He has won- 
derful thoughts and an unnusual power of 
expressing them. Last week he went 
abroad for six months on literary work. I 
have never been across ; it is one of my many 
ungratified desires, and these days my 
chances seem slimmer than ever. 

Where are you? Tell me what you call 
a holiday. I am wondering if you will 
gratify a thought which is rapidly resolving 
itself into a longing. Next Saturday will 
be my birthday. Write a verse commemo- 
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rative of the great event. As the day repeats 
itself too rapidly to be rare, no one remem- 
bers and so no one will be reminded. It is 
just between us. I am not a girl. I am a 
woman, a bit like your "woman of the 
world." You must supply the rest. Will 
you do it ? 

Tell me also of your complexion, your 
height, your eyes, and if you possess that all- 
important adjunct of man, a moustache. I 
want to think you out. Unlike a woman 
you told your age unsolicited, and it pleased 
me. 

It is a beautiful day and I am called upon 
to don my fripperies that I may go a-walk- 
ing. 

Au revpir. In all sincerity. 

Daphne. 
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Tuesday, May 5, 9 p. m. 

Was ever woman so tempted, so dis- 
traught ! 

I hesitate, I am lost ! I do want to meet 
you, but I dare not. You will be disillu- 
sioned, and something very pleasant will be 
taken out of my life. Your being married 
or single makes not one particle of differ- 
ence : I have no designs on your Highness. 
But I do regret your dreadful opinion of 
wifehood. Can you have had an experi- 
ence? 

" One who must be consulted and placated 
at every turn." Do such women exist? 
Now what am I to do! If you stop in 
Philadelphia, and I say " No,'* you would 
not be human if you remained quiescent. 
Go directly through. Laddie, oh, do! Don't 
seek me till summer. We will know each 
other so much better, and can arrange mat- 
ters more satisfactorily. 
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I wrote to you Sunday while you were 
philandering with fair Phyllis. 

I hope you will be tractable and see things 
my way. Outside they are playing " Cava- 
leria," and I wish you were listening too. 

Good-night, 

Daphne. 
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Home, Sunday, May 9. 

Will you pardon a lot of mixed stationery, 
dear Lady? Evidently the Mater has been 
overhauling my rooms since my departure, 
and I can find only odds and ends. Why 
will women be so shipshape I 

My plans changed half a dozen times in 
those last few da3rs of my stay in New York, 
so that I only left there last night, reaching 
home three hours ago. My intentions were 
Philadelphia-ward, as you know, but though 
I was not afraid of being disillusioned — if 
you were — I did believe the time not ripe 
for us to meet, and, since you have done me 
the honour to " idealise " me, let me keep to 
your ideal a little longer. Not that that 
kept me away from you either. Rather not I 

There were various businesses in which I 
was involved up to the very last moment. 
Some wire-pulling that had to be accom- 
plished, and affairs to be straightened out, 
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which kept me rushing about till I barely 
caught my train and swung into it before it 
pulled out. Alas ! the verses which were to 
have been written hummed themselves to 
sleep in the back of my brain, whence they 
have doubtless gone up in cigarette smoke, 
as incense, dear Lady, before the altar of 
memory. 

I put in several good evenings at the 
theatre while I was away. Blanche Bates 
I found particularly attractive in that rather 
trying, but most artistic performance, " The 
Darling of the Gods." " Everyman " was 
much to my liking, terrible as it was to an 
already overtaxed conscience; and Grace 
George made a very Pretty Peggy indeed. 

At the play more than an3rwh€re else, I 
find it is the congenial companion that makes 
or mars the evening, and my Phyllis left 
town all too soon for my pleasure. 

I should like to see a play with you, 
Daphne. A play of rapid movement, half- 
veiled charm, lots of dash and go, and with 
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a little tender thrill of romance running 
through it. 

As to my personal appearance, dear Lady, 
what do all men look like? Item, one pair 
of legs. Item, ditto arms. A mere lay 
figure to clothe as it pleases individual fancy. 
My eyes are grey, or thereabouts, and my 
good old black mammy — Grod rest her soul — 
called me " tow-head '' when I was in reach 
of her apron string. Fm neither tall nor 
short, stout nor lean, clever nor dull. A 
thoroughly medium person, as you see, and 
minus the moustache which you suggest as 
an all-important adjunct. 

Confess you had pictured me tall, gaunt, 
with black eyes and a furious temper, and 
sigh your disappointment. 

All women like the black eyes and furious 
temper, but you, because you are not like all 
women, may actually care for so nondescript 
an appearance as I have described. May 
the gods will it I 

I had an offer while I was away, from 
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some first-class publishers for my book, or 
did I make you the recipient of that interest- 
ing bit of information? It isn't much of a 
book, by the way, but I hope to be able to 
present you with a copy at an early day, 
that you may judge for yourself. If I may 
but find a blue letter on my desk in the 
morning ! 

Your Lad. 
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Tuesday. 

What must you think, sweet Daphne, of 
such an uncivil fellow as I am, posing 
against the South as a chivalrous back- 
ground ! 

I have meant to tell you half a dozen times 
that I thought the page you sent me a tre- 
mendous success. Your stuff was good, 
well thought out in each detail, well set up, 
and altogether the best Woman's page that 
has yet come under my observation. Is it 
too late to applaud your efforts ? If not, ac- 
cept my very hearty congratulations. 

I took it to our foreman, and requested 
that he bring his massive brain to bear upon 
it for the future development of my own 
page. Alas! I have no willing slaves 
among my workmen, as you have, nor the 
power of cajoling them. 

I am pretty low in mind to-day. The 
dear old Pater is quite ill, and his age tells 
against him. Say a bit of a prayer for 

Your Lad* 
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On-the-way-to-Grotham, May 12. 

What a good fellow you are to write me 
so soon after your return ! To show my ao- 
preciation, I am answering on board tram 
to New York : for by the irony of fate, I am 
going over for a day and night. 

One of our editors, a friend of mine, is 
writing a book. He wants material dealing 
with chorus-girl life. I am able to help him 
a bit, as through my brother's influence and 
a little of my own I have the entree into the 
enchanted land. It will be a lark for me, 
as lately I have been on the grind ; but why 
couldn't it have been you ! To-night while 
dining, I will look into this man's eyes and 
say in my heart, " If this were only the 
Lad!" 

May 13, 4 p. M., Philadelphia. — I have 
just returned, and all my beautiful thoughts 
of writing a long letter vanished with the 
pressor? of many engagements, I stopped 
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at The Holland, found friends, and then my 
frolic began. I turned in very late last 
night. We took an early breakfast at Clare- 
mont, and the morning air was refreshing. 
I have had but little sleep, yet I feel keenly 
alive. 

We saw " Pretty Peggy," and I thor- 
oughly enjoyed Grace George. She is very 
charming in the part. We went back of the 
scenes, were presented, and did the usual 
thing. And so you, too, are an author! 
How proud I am going to be of you ! If it 
be not a secret, tell me the title and a weenty 
bit of the plot. 

Will you believe me when I say that 

brown eyes have found but little favour in 

, my sight? I love " the blue and the grey," 

those swift orbs that grasp thoughts before 

they are uttered. 

As for the furious temper, I'll have none 
of it. The women who fancy such cyclone- 
producers have never experienced their 
effects. 
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Give me the kindly, considerate, broad- 
minded man who weighs before he acts. 

Shall I tell you how I felt when I received 
your telegram? Disappointed, and yet had 
you wired otherwise, I should have de- 
camped. Isn't that woman-like ? 

When I heard nothing before Saturday, 
I concluded that Southern enterprise was at 
work, and you might bob up on my horizon 
at any moment; so I included you in my 
natal shad party. We supped at Essington, 
twelve miles below Philadelphia, and re- 
turned home by moonlight in a jaunty little 
launch. I never remember a more exquisite 
night, we were two hours on the water; and 
while you were speeding homeward, I was 
sending kindly thoughts toward the South. 

I have just received your little note speak- 
ing of the father's illness. With all my 
heart I trust his condition is not serious. 
Well do I remember the loss of my own dear 
parents, scarcely two years apart. Though 
it is twelve years ago, my heart swells at the 



50 Daphne and Her Lad 

thought of our anguish. I have three 
brothers, no sisters, and poor Dad, when 
Mother left him, became as a little child in 
his loneliness. 

Hope for the best, dear Lad; the old dis- 
play wonderful vitality, and this may be 
only a passing indisposition. 

Are you a Catholic ? " Say a little prayer 
for your Lad " was a breath from the one 
and only church. Then the tender " God 
rest her soul " for the old mammy, sounded 
very like the same faith. I was baptised 
and raised one, but alas! I have strayed, 
not to another fold, but in the broad path of 
materialism. Have you sisters? I'm glad 
there is no wife, and let me say right here 
that I don't like Phyllis, in fact I dislike her 
extremely. 

Write to me just when you feel inclined. 
Somehow these little blue-coated birds are 
getting into my life, and each day I am 
more expectant about my mail. 

How interesting if you and I were to meet. 
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all unknowing, at a play such as you de- 
scribe, or better still, at something like 
" Carmen," where the music throws one into 
chills and fevers of delight. There we 
might recognise each other by kindred 
thrills. Now guess my age, after such a 
speech ! 

On my arrival at the office I found your 
story on " Personal Magnetism," and to- 
night I will read it. Time will tell if I 
answer your ideals. 

Au revoir. You have all my sympathy. 

Daphne. 
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May 14. 

Dear Lad : How kind you are to say such 
pleasant things. I have read and re-read 
your brilliant talk on " Personal Magnet- 
ism," and of course after the marginal note 
I cannot help but be extremely flattered, — 
gratified expresses it better. 

I wonder if I do make the impression you 
suggest. Forgive the egotism when I say 
my trip to New York was replete with just 
such talk from a man, not in love with me 
I can assure you, but bent on telling me how 
I influence the masculine contingent. 

He said many flattering things which I 
dare not repeat, and only deserve because 
I'm such a firm believer in a well-groomed, 
well-gowned woman. A less than "me- 
dium " person, keenly alive to her deficien- 
cies, and strenuous in suppressing them, 
sums up my physical attributes. 

If I were to give you my photograph you 
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might naturally exclaim: "By the gods 
above, is this Daphne ! but '' — ^and here your 
deeply religious nature would assert itself — 
" may the will of God be done ! " 

After all, isn't it a sympathetic knowledge 
of human nature that makes us potential ? 

How is the father ? Ever so much better, 
I hope. You owe me two letters. Until 
the debt is paid. 

Expectantly, 

Daphne. 
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Friday, May i6. 

I am well aware, Daphne, that the spec- 
tacle of a jealous man is neither an inspir- 
ing nor a picturesque one, yet you have 
sketched this picture in with your own 
pencil, and must needs therefore look upon 
the work of your hands. 

Who is this man with whom you went to 
New York, and what right had he to say 
all sorts of things to you without being in 
love with you? I don't for a moment be- 
lieve that he isn't in love with you. Are 
you going to marry him? Never mind 
what right / have to ask you such questions. 
I make my own right, and I desire to know. 
Answer me. 

I have queer, old-fashioned Southern 
ideas> perhaps, but I do not like your going 
away with him alone to New York, not even 
on a literary venture, and now that you 
confess he talked love to you all the way, 
I distinctly disapprove of it. 
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? Men are quick to take advantage. You 
know that as well as I do. You are a 
woman of feeling, and capable of inspiring 
feeling, and, dear Lady, surely I forget my- 
self, and must ask your forgiveness, but 
you mustn't try me too far, or I shall come 
to Philadelphia in spite of you. 

It fairly maddens me to think of you 
being in New York after I was well out of 
it, yes, and actually at the same play; and 
afterwards, what happened afterwards. 
Daphne? You leave such gaps in your nar- 
rative at times. 

Faith! I am glad I didn't stop over in 
Philadelphia. A jolly time I'd have had of 
it, cooling my heels in a lonely town while 
you disported yourself on the river with 
your friends! And I'm glad the Muse 
did not inspire my efforts. You didn't need 
my ragged verses. Or, perhaps, "Lines 
from an unknown admirer " would have 
extracted a smile or two from your birthday 
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friends, and so lent a brisker joy to your 
sail on the river. 

No, Tm not one of your faith, but I rev- 
erence it, and I thank you, dear Lady, for 
your sympathy, even if the. little prayer was 
not uttered. The Pater is going to pull 
through this time, I believe and hope, 
though he is weak as an infant, and the 
consultations between the medical men seem 
endless. 

Isn't it odd that, no matter how far a 
man may stray from " whatever gods may * 
be," he likes to think that the woman he 
cares for is true to hers? I am nothing, 
worse than nothing: for I have given up 
my birthright for not even the legendary 
mess of pottage ; yet somewhere in my inner 
consciousness there are shreds of a " cloud 
of glory," which grow luminous sometimes 
against a sufficiently dark background. The 
trouble is, Daphne, it takes one such a time 
to unlearn what one has learned as a child 
that there is only a short span of life left 
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in which to settle one's ideas and creeds, and 
so we end in a tangle. 

No, dear Lady, you would not like Phyl- 
lis. Of that I am quite sure. She is a de- 
mure little creature, with a great atmos- 
phere of dignity about her, in which she 
fairly lives and moves and has her being. 
" Inscrutable calm with a dash of cynicism,'' 
I gave her for a definition of herself, but it 
doesn't define, somehow. 

Will I tell you the plot of my story? 
Aye, that would I right willingly if it pos- 
sessed a plot. Now I can see you throw 
back that glorious sunset head of yours, 
and laugh me to very scorn, when I tell you 
that, confirmed bachelor as I am, detesting 
matrimony and all its demands, I have writ- 
ten a book for boys and girls — imprisoned 
a bit of my own childhood between two 
covers, and cast it forth into the jolly little 
world of children. That is to say, it will be 
cast forth in the autumn: for I only signed 
with my publishers this morning. 
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I have contributed to the magazines, and 
written tons of stuff for the syndicates, but 
somehow, Fve never had time to write a 
book — it only requires time these days, you 
know. 

Am I forgiven for my nasty display of 
temper. Daphne ? Forgive, but don't forget 
it: for I am by no means satisfied, and there 
are dozens of ^questions I could ask if I 
dared. 

One — ^will you write very soon again to 

Your Lad? 
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May 18. 

Uneasy was the woman who yesterday 
went a-wheeling. No wonder the sun was 
dimmed, the sky a dingy drab, the grass a 
liverish green, when such a seething mad- 
hot letter was winging its way to unfor- 
tunate Daphne. 

This morning, when seeking my South- 
ern budget, I could swear I detected an 
odour of burning paper, and saw a faint va- 
pour rising from my mail box. On Satur- 
day I waited at the office until after six, be- 
cause I wanted to hear from you, — Sunday 
was given to Maying. How was I re- 
warded? By a splenetic outburst! I won- 
der if you want me to believe you are in ear- 
nest? Because I have the nicest, cleanest 
conscience on record, I will tell you of my 
life for twenty-four hours. 

First, I went over to New York alone, 
else how could I have written to you ? The 
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two hours on the train were given over to 
you in thought and act, and Fm grateful 
for your appreciative spirit! 

My journey was taken to deposit a vote in 
favour of Mrs. Fernandez for President of 
the Professional Woman's League. That 
important act accomplished, I lunched with 
Manila friends who were stopping at my 
hotel. Shopping came next. You forgive 
that weakness, I hope. I thought of you 
even then : for I came within an ace of send- 
ing you a trifle, and desisted, fearing to be 
misunderstood. 

At seven, I dined with the editor whom I 
had promised to launch into fairy-land. I 
have already told you of our programme — a 
box for Pretty Peggy, a glance behind the 
scenes, and later on a bite and sup with a 
pair of cooing doves, sweethearts — ^the man 
a business manager of Miss George. Then 
home to my hotel, where I robmed with my 
g^rl- friend. 

Next day I returned to Philadelphia. My 
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editor met me on the train, and it was he 
who retailed the office gossip in regard to 
your unfortimate friend. 

He is a married man, even if I wanted to 
enthrall him, and I assure you with all the 
sincerity of my nature, that no one is in any 
danger from my blandishments. While I 
question the right of anyone to mark out 
my path, I rather like the interest you take 
in me and my ways — ^that is, if you be sin- 
cere. 

Will you not understand that instead of 
leaving you to " cool your heels in a lonely 
city," I had included you in my birthday 
party? Throughout the supper there was 
a vacant chair, a source of discomfort, be- 
cause it suggested " what might have been." 

That I would have shared the verses with 
others, you do not for a moment believe. 
If I were that sort of a woman, we should 
not be correspondents. 

After all, it is my miserable vanity which 
has tumbled down my fair castle in Spain. 
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Like the veriest schoolgirl, I must needs 
lose my head, and repeat foolish prattle. 
My principal fault seems to be candour. 
Others may linger in the lap of dalliance, 
and drain the cup of pleasure; but while 
the pen is dumb no offence is given. 

I am happy in the thought of your father's 
improved condition. God keep him so! 
Later I will talk about your book, and why 
I am glad it is for children. 

To-day you are cruel and not one bit like 
my Lad. 

Daphne. 
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May 17. 

'Am I sincere? Dear Lady, if you but 
knew the relief your letter afforded me this 
morning, you would scorn to ask such a 
question. 

I forewarned you that the spectacle of a 
jealous man was not a pleasant one, but I 
didn't intend to make it a cruel one as well : 
and for that I pray to be shriven. I was in 
a blue atmosphere till your very dear letter 
came, and my office became suddenly glori- 
fied till the little seal you had stamped with 
your crest was as radiant as the sunlight. 

Reason, dear Lady, may trot at the heels 
of Jealousy, but it seldom overtakes it. You 
sadly overrate my power of divination, if 
you but half tell me things, and leave the 
other half to the light of my imagination. 
The process is agonising. I bless you for 
your confidence in me; for your appreciation 
of my feeling which led you to give me the 
whole history of your trip to New York, 
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step by step, and for your supreme forbear- 
ance that keeps you from tossing up that 
exquisite head of yours with a " Dare you ! " 

In fact, you have so reduced me to hum- 
bleness that you may behold me at your feet. 

I shouldn't have doubted, of course, but, 
Daphne, doesn't your conscience hurt you 
just a wee bit for giving my devil the bit, 
and then lashing him as he plunged with 
me ? It should, if you have one. 

When I came down town this morning, 
it was' with the feeling that nothing mat- 
tered very much, nothing was worth while. 
Life was all a blue mixture, which the best 
of us had to swallow somehow. 

Now but a word, "and the world has 
changed." Hope, which springs eternal, you 
know, is executing all sorts of acrobatic 
performances in my human breast, and the 
blue mixture has become a high-ball, with 
lots of fizz on top. I drink heeltaps to our 
friendship, sweet Daphne. 

Your Lad. 
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Night 
Dear Lady, the town sleeps, while I, 
wakeful, listen to the far-oflf boom of the 
owl car and dream of you. I have read your 
letter over, shall I tell you the number of 
times ? and each time there is a little thrill in 
my heart that tells me you like me well 
enough to be frank with me, to go to the 
trouble to explain, even if you do emphasise 
your explanation with adorable little snips 
of sarcasm, all of which I doubtless deserve. 
Nothing you could possibly have done 
pleased me more than the history of your 
life for twenty-four hours. Nothing you 
could have said gave me half the gladness 
inspired by the thought of those two hours 
— ^all mine— on the train to New York. 

If I could but have been with you ! Even 
on your shopping tour I should have been 
biddable. Isn't that affection ably demon- 
strated ? 
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What was it you were on the tip of send- 
ing me, and why did you fear you would be 
misunderstood ? I only misunderstand what 
you half reveal, dearest Lady, and your own 
" Random Shot,'* if I quote correctly, was 
— "a man does not understand what he 
does not possess." 

I am anxious to know why you're glad I 
wrote a book for children. Have you — 
perish the thought ! — ^any of your own ? No, 
I am sure you have never known the trials 
of matrimony, for your temper is too sweet, 
you are too ingenuous and full of the fresh 
enthusiasms of life to have known its double 
side. You are a wholesome woman, " full 
of tender wants," clever, appreciative, and 
longing to be appreciated, handsome, com- 
panionable, and full of charm. Cross my 
palm, dearest Lady, for I've read you with 
my heart, and not with seeing eyes; yet I 
know intuitively that my picture is a correct 
one. Best of all, you are womanly. I feel 
that charm in every line you write, in yotu" 
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sweet sympathy and your naive question- 
ings. It appeals to me as nothing else does. 

Am I too personal ? I have fought shy of 
your kind for so long that I hardly know- 
how to talk to you, yet I feel that you will 
understand, and not misjudge. 

These hot days and nights have been dis- 
tressingly hard on the dear old Pater. He 
seems to me not to gain strength as he 
should. You know how the midnight hours 
drag in a house where there is illness. The 
stealthy step of the nurse, the mournful 
clink of ice (for it is mournful when it is 
not convivial), the subdued voices, the low 
lights and dusky shadows. 

For several years of my life I was an in- 
valid, the result of a breakdown from the 
pain of a fall and of a mental anxiety that 
would not down, combined with the agony 
of nursing one who was very near and dear 
to me, and watching her sink gradually into 
unconsciousness and death. Hence all sick- 
ness is abhorrent to me, cruelly so. 
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I am supersensitive to its miseries, and 
dread its effects. But, dear Lady, why 
should I weary your ears with past trials 
and future forebodings? Merely, I sup- 
pose, because you have shown yourself sym- 
pathetic, and such people are invariably im- 
posed upon. 

Have I irretrievably blown down your 
castle in Spain? and is there nothing I can 
do towards its restoration? Please let me 
help, ril work hard, with your smiles for 
my only wages, and I promise never to 
strike. 

Will you take on trial 

Your Lad? 

This came to me as an early morning 
thought. I call it 

CREATION 

At Dawn, the Master to his Garden came, 
The glory of Creation in His face, 

Pausing, He plucked a Fruit, and smiling said. 
** This One is Ripe " and cast it into space. 
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May 21. 

I am so tired tonight, after a very hard 
day, that it is not fair to you that I write : 
you deserve the best. But to-morrow means 
increased labour, a brain more weary, and 
fingers less supple, so my Lad, if you will 
have me as I am — ^take me. 

I wish I could talk instead of write to you. 
My people have gone to the play, and we 
could be so cosey. Your two letters require 
so much " back talk " that I scarcely know 
where to begin. Your first was anticipated 
and welcome, your second proved a glad 
surprise. I do so love the unexpected in 
such a form. Then you have a charming 
way of saying charming things. You can- 
not be too "personal." Let me be frank, 
and say so ; it is so natural to talk about our- 
selves, to analyse our feelings, and be drawn 
to people who help us do so. 

I have compared your study and office 
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letters, and can make no choice ; one is mas- 
terful, the other a trifle caressing. Each 
appeals to a different phase of my tempera- 
ment. 

Whether you deserve the silver you claim, 
I will leave you to judge. I have a woman 
friend, a little girl whom I love to mother, 
because she is so entirely alone in the world. 
To her I read your description of Daphne. 
She, being also an idealist, agrees with you, 
declares you must possess second sight, and 
all that goes with it. 

Let me temper her enthusiasm, and, may 
I add, yours, with the assertion that I may 
be well put up, if you insist, and a woman 
who successfully conceals much of her avoir- 
dupois by a certain carriage. 

The other attributes I trust I may possess. 
Sympathetic, because others come to me 
with their troubles. Womanly, I know I 
am. Life has taught me to be self-helpful, 
but there are times when the eternal femi- 
nine asserts itself, and I go to pieces in a 



Daphne and Her Lad 7 1 

good, old-fashioned way, though never in 
the presence of others. That I trust you 
utterly is shown by this confession of weak- 
ness. 

I'm full of the enthusiasms of life, as you 
suggest, and possess the faculty of looking 
on the bright side, though many times I am 
forced to don the smoked glasses. 

In my life I have had but one heart 
trouble, which is ever with me, growing 
heavier day by day. 

You, too, dear Lad, have suffered keenly, 
I know by your words. Death leaves a 
sharp sting, but I trust you may have many 
tender memories. I cannot hope to comfort 
you, but if it be a sad pleasure to talk of 
the one who is gone, gladly will I be a 
sharer and listener. I would doubly appre- 
ciate the office. 

Many times during these hot nights and 
days I've thought of your poor father, and 
wondered how he progressed. I grieve that 
he is not improving as you hoped, but trust 
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the change of temperature will bring new 
life. 

You ask why I am glad you wrote a book 
for children. Quickly answered. Because 
to do so you must have an honest nature, full 
of simplicity, generosity, love, and kindness. 
If instead, you had perpetrated a problem 
novel, I would have feared for our friend- 
ship. You get very close to nature when 
you appjeal to the little ones, and nature is 
never appreciated but by the sincere and true. 

As the years go on, children become 
dearer to me. Yesterday we had a little 
baby christened. I hoped to be godmother, 
but another was chosen. I think, however, 
I helped to make her a little Catholic, and to 
my mother's soul I offered my efforts as a 
reparation for her own child's wayward 
steps. 

Have I told you all you want to know? 
You say so little about yourself. Tell me 
how your days and nights are spent. Wo- 
men so love details. 
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Some day you will cross my palm, not 
with silver, but with your own, and so I 
will read your nature. Let us be friends in 
the fullest sense. I trust so few men : they 
are around me, but never reach me. 

With all my heart I beg you not to disap- 
point me. I do not wish to discover the feet 
of clay. It hurts. 

Seal your letters more carefully. Yes- 
terday's budget looked as if your thoughts 
were trying to outspeed the mail. 

I wish I could send this to-night; instead 
I forward kindly thoughts. 

Good-night 

Daphne. 
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(Read the other Letter first. ) 

Office, 2.30 p. m. 

As one fair turn deserves another, so I 
wish you good-morrow. Verily, I believe 
you will receive both my letters at the same 
time, but waiting for a belated proof gives 
me opportunity to share with you a secret 
which I can no longer bury in my heart. 

Here it is: Do you remember ages ago, 
when our correspondence began, I wrote 
that you had come into my life at the right 
time, or words to that effect? Have you 
never wondered what I meant? I will tell 
you. Many times my brother has urged 
me to go in for fiction, imagining in fra- 
ternal fashion that perhaps I might accom- 
plish something. But knowing too well my 
own limitations, I scouted the idea. Yet in 
turn, I suggested that if I had the help of 
a brighter and cleverer mind, something 
might result. In other words, if I entered 
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into a coiTesfk>ndence with an unknown per- 
son, one whom I could idealise to my soul's 
content, between us we might weave a 
story. 

He offered Richmond, his personal friend, 
but while unacquainted with the man, I 
knew his life, and refused to deify him. 
Then came Douglas Vance, but he is an old 
friend of mine, and so proved ineligible. 

I had almost forgotten the subject when 
you, dear Lad, came forth from the un- 
known, with your little verse, and uncon- 
sciously opened up new thoughts. After 
your first letter, I recognised the uncommon 
in your writing, and, convincing myself that 
you were a man — a story you will thor- 
oughly enjoy later on — I threw myself heart 
and soul into the matter, and wondered if 
you would consent to play the victim. 

But (and here enters the eternal woman) 
I grew personally interested, forgot the 
author in studying the man. Sometimes 
— forgive me, but the thought must out — 
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I've wondered if you were using me for 
copy. Really I cannot comprehend the 
warmth of your interest in me — ^the Un- 
known. 

If you are in earnest, there may be suf- 
fering in the awakening. I have read and 
re-read your letters with microscopic eyes> 
but they seem so natural that, outside the 
magnificent tossing aside of conventionality, 
I can discern no inconsistencies. 

But you claim to be jealous. Why ? And 
with the masterfulness which bespeaks af- 
fection and possession. Impossibilities ! 

Be frank as I am, and tell me all about it. 
You are a writer, and, I feel sure, an idealist. 
I pledge my word that about you I know 
nothing save what you have told me. 

When the time appointed by the Fates ar- 
rives we shall meet. Meanwhile, there's a 
delicious uncertainty. 

Surely I may be pardoned. Your own 
cleverness suggested the idea. 

Womanlike, I may have betrayed too 
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much. Write to me. - I anxiously await a 
word from the study or office. 

A prayer for the Pater, and a plea for 
consideration from the Lad for 

Daphne. 
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Home, Saturday, May 22. 

Dear Lady, if I had less on my own con- 
science the exposure of the " feet of clay " 
would have hurt worse, although, even so, 
my heart aches at the cruel sight. 

People who write — ^men and women — ^are 
generally believed by the uninitiated to be 
people of heart, as well as of conscience and 
brain. Here let me say once for all that 
there is no truth in the belief. The heart of 
a writer is fashioned of copy-paper, which, 
if he hold a friend or a lover thereto, he 
does it for the impression they may leave 
thereon. His conscience I may not define, 
for the sins of my own. 

Am I not right. Daphne ? Alas ! even the 
confession that you have forgotten the artist 
in the man doesn't blind me to the fact that 
you are using the man for copy. 

What is it you would have me say, dear 
Lady ? That I forgive you and offer myself 
a willing sacrifice upon the altar of your 
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art and future success? Have you not en- 
deavoured to draw me out into long-spun 
personalities, urging me to unsheathe my 
Ego, insisting upon a surgical operation on 
my very heart, that you may, forsooth, pin 
my wriggling sensibilities to paper, as a 
naturalist spears his beetles? 

Now, for myself, and to begin at the be- 
ginning; but I have told you all this before, 
I am sure. That miserable little verse was 
written at the office, in an idle but appreci- 
ative moment when, perhaps, your page 
came to rescue my wretched un-ideaed mind 
from the depths of blankness. Your answer 
was a surprise to me, and I said to myself 
(Mine to ask forgiveness here, dear Lady) : 
" Here is a woman ripe for flirtation. Well, 
she shall have it, and if some copy may be 
got out of the matter, so much the better." 

Before your personality, sweet Daphne, 
as I came to understand and love it, all idea 
of copy, asj well as (Pray, believe me) all 
jdea of flirtation, faded frorift my mind^ and 
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I found myself interested only in the woman 
and her letters, which were part of her — 
more interested than I had been in an3rthing 
or anyone for years untold. When you ask 
me to define my " uncalled for jealousy/' I 
am dumb before you. Why I was jealous 
without h^ing the right to be, dearest 
Lady, I do not know. Does jealousy, does 
love, does any other passion stop to ask the 
why and wherefore? But as clearly as I 
can see, it was because I possessed that part 
of you which you gave me in your letters, 
and all my nature rose in arms against the 
man who, as I imagined, threatened to dis- 
possess me. 

By the gods! Daphne, am I even now 
being used for copy ? The thought is mad- 
dening. It is worse; it is humiliating and 
mortifying that I should serve merely for 
a type when, with all the sincerity of which 
I am capable, I am proposing to be your 
friend. That is hard to forgive, hard to 
overlook. 
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I have read your letters, both of them, 
many times. The first is you. The second 
is, I do not know, but it is not the woman 
as I know her. I cannot conclude from it 
whether I am being served up in the. form 
of a story, or whether you merely have me 
in mind, and are waiting for me to develop 
the plot. You're not as lucid, perhaps, at 
2.30 p. M., as you are earlier in the day. 

I am slow of wit, else your meaning 
would doubtless be clearer, but it seems to 
me that the kindest form of vivisection is to 
allow me to collaborate with you in the dis- 
section of my heart and emotions. 

I am hurt, deeply wounded, I confess, but 
I know of no such soothing balm as your- 
self, sweet Daphne, for the heart bruises of 

Your Lad. 
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May 25. 

When I finished reading your letter the 
first time, dear Lad, there were tears in my 
eyes, because I felt I had hurt you — ^ pun- 
ishment for me, indeed, as I care for you 
far too much to cause you pain in any way. 

But after a second careful perusal the 
tears quickly dried, and it was my turn to 
grow hot and cold with indignation and 
humiliation. 

So you thought me a woman "ripe for 
flirtation '' ? In my estimation a most hope- 
lessly vulgar thing is a flirtation between 
two people who are unacquainted. It's the 
act I blue-mark most viciously on my social 
calendar. 

To think my best-bred efforts were mis- 
construed! Why, man, I thought you a 
sister editor, and it took one or two letters 
and outside information to convince me you 
were of the sex masculine. 
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I understood Miss Ralston was editor of 
the Woman's Page, but afterwards learned 
she belonged to the society columns. My 
first letter to her was a mixture of friend- 
liness and gladness that I was of some use, 
and I suppose my vanity was tickled. The 
same old story. 

If I am the cold-blooded scribe you evi- 
dently believe me, I'd have been careful to 
conceal my Machiavellian hand; then some 
day there would have been handed you a 
dainty volume between whose covers would 
be found impaled my Southern "beetle." 

I have a heart and a conscience, though 
you may not think it. Let us forgive each 
other and begfin all over again. Will you? 
All day Saturday I was like one obsessed. 
I could not put you outside my thoughts. I 
blamed myself for being so candid; but, 
somehow, 'way down in my heart, I've de- 
veloped a bit of tenderness for the choleric 
Lad, and I wanted all to be clear between 
us. 
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That we could collaborate, I am sure, 
and so, if ever I come to you, oh ! so humbly, 
will you reach forth a helping hand ? What 
a heart-story you and I could act— on paper I 

Just now I think of nothing but retaining 
your friendship : for I want you very much 
for a friend, and if that be the balm you de- 
sire, why, take it from 

Daphne. 

I object to your calling that blessed verse 
"wretched and miserable." That was the 
beginning. 
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May 28. 

Dear Lad, surely something must be 
wrong. I have waited so long for a letter. 
Under the circumstances I am a bit anxious 
that you accept my apology. Was I not 
sufficiently humble, or, man-like, do you 
want to hold me in suspense? 

I have a worrisome thought that all may 
not be well with you or yours — ^that your 
dear father is again ill. With all my heart 
I hope there is no such trouble. 

To-night I go off for a short trip, and do 
not return until Monday. We have a camp 
in the Adirondacks. Since running a daily 
page, I have had to forego the pleasure of 
summering there, but now and then I take 
a flying trip, and return freshened from my 
bout with nature. Some day I hope you 
may see it. I have spent many happy hours 
there, and can indulge to my heart's delight 
in a favourite sport — swimming. We are 
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near a beautiful lake, and I easily become 
amphibious. I am sorry I shall not hear 
from you before I go. My mind would be 
relieved. If you're " sulking/' I am disap- 
pointed, but if there's real trouble, let me 
grieve with you. 

Daphne. 



^ 
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June I, 1903. 

Dear Lady: The very deep waters have 
gone over me since my last letter to yott 
The dear Pater fell asleep and slipped away 
from us so gently that we scarcely knew 
when he went. 

I hope to answer your letter in a day or 
two. Meanwhile, think kindly and com- 
passionately of 

Your Lad. 



i 
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June 2. 

You have, dear Lad, all the sympathy and 
compassion my heart can hold. For the past 
week I felt that you were in sorrow, and on 
Friday could not refrain from writing. It 
brought you a bit nearer. There is nothing 
to say, because your loss is irreparable, and 
for a while life will seem hard to bear. But 
you must run the gamut of suffering, and 
with a man's strength help others to live. 
Give to your mother all your tenderest love 
and sympathy. 

Last evening I returned from my little 
trip, rested and refreshed. Looked in the 
office, and will confess I was disappointed 
to find no letter. To-day, alas! the black- 
edged envelope struck to my very heart, and 
for a moment I longed to be near you. It 
was very womanish, dear Lad, I know, but, 
like all women, I am helpless. Last night 
was a wakeful one. I suppose I was on 
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edge from travel. I thought of many 
things, of our strange, almost idyllic friend- 
ship — ^that our natures must, indeed, be 
trusting. 

Think how we peep into each other's 
hearts, and yet, are we not absolute 
strangers? It is all very beautiful, and God 
grant it may never end ! 

There is so little real sentiment in this 
dear, hard, old world: it's a joy to stretch 
one's soul. I will be unselfish, and not ask 
you to write, realizing how much there is 
to do, but — ^when you are weary and need 
S)rmpathy turn to Daphne, will you? 
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Office of tLbc JBvcnltiQ Star* 

June 4. 

Dear Lady: I am tired in mind and 
body, and in such wise have no right to 
come to you, but that the blessed feeling of 
comfort is in your letter, soothing and giv- 
ing peace. It is a cool hand on a hot brow. 
How can I thank you for it? 

This friendship of ours, which began so 
strangely, has meant much to me in the daily 
wear and tear of life. An oasis in the 
breathless desert of existence where I may 
** loaf and invite my soul," and be content. 
You have done this 'for me. Do not think 
me ungrateful. 

There are so many things in your last 
letter that require answer, explanation, and 
here I have but a brief moment to spare you. 
Office letters are never satisfactory. Mine 
are not, I feel. Yours are not, I know. It 
is from the sacred precincts of your own 
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sanctum that I like best to hear your voice, 
though, truth to tell, Daphne, there is not 
a time when my ears are not eagerly lis- 
tening for it. 

This is merely to show you that my 
thoughts are yours. Later I will write to 
you. 

Your Lad. 
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Friday, June 5. 

Just a few lines, dear Lad, to say I have 
sent you a book — "The Extermination of 
Love" — ^which may prove interesting. It 
is rather uncommon, and may distract 
you. 

Your note was ever so welcome. I am 
thinking of you in your sorrow, because I 
so thoroughly realise what you suffer. Two 
dear ones have left me, and though it is 
some years ago, the great waves still sweep 
over me, leaving a dreadful sense of loss. 

I am glad you accept my sympathy. I 
want to be your friend in joy, in sor- 
row. And so I surround you with kind 
thoughts. 

We may never meet, yet you will be en- 
shrined. Alas! that you should look upon 
the world as a desert. There are sufferings 
far worse than death, and just now your 
poor Daphne is in the depths. 
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The world is curious, and not always 
sympathetic, and so it behoves me to be 
mute. I tell you this because I want you to 
sympathise with me and help me. 

To know that I am occasionally in your 
thoughts is a comfort to 

Daphne. 
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Home, June 5, 1903. 

Now, dear Lady, to a little clearer under- 
standing. To go back: why should you 
have had so many hard thoughts of me, and 
brushed away the tears so impatiently (they 
were the proper medium through which to 
read my letter), because I said I thought, 
just at first, you were flirting? 

How did I know your letter was written 
to my little colleague, Miss Ralston, when 
you assured me you had no idea as to my 
identity, nor would you even try to discover 
it? 

You see I firmly believed in you before I 
got to the end of your second letter. Cer- 
tainly, I have kept my own faith with you. 
Nothing would have been easier than for 
me to discover you at any moment. I not 
only have friends in Philadelphia^ but in 
the newspaper world, as you may imagfine, 
and I had but to ask to be answered; but 



I 
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I gave you my word, and I fancied you had 
given me yours. 

The very mystery that surrounds you, the 
coming of your friendship out of the clouds, 
as it were, with its idyllic nature, appeals 
to something in me to which nothing has 
ever appealed before, and Tm loath to tear 
away the veil. 

When Venus appeared to ^Eneas, it was 
a goddess-like unveiling. Let us wait for 
that moment, and be content with each other 
as we are. 

If it means nothing more to either of us 
than a new experience, a fresh emotion (and 
to me it means far, far more, dearest Lady) , 
let it suffice us for the time being, and thank 
the Fates that they have chosen us out of 
all the world of men and women to experi- 
ence it. 

Now about using me for copy. You 
never explained that, Daphne, and that's 
what you must explain before we go further 
on the Elysian path. 
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Tell me what you meant by it. Are you 
using; my letters, or only your fancied mef 

Are you writing a book, or only a story? 
You see it makes me conscious — ill at ease 
— ^and very much like the impaled and wig- 
gling beetle of which I spoke to you before. 
So, dear Lady, I'll have to demand an an- 
swer to my question, and I'm quite sure you 
will not withhold it. It seems to me our 
future relations depend on it. Moreover, I 
should like the honour of reading your MS. 
before you send it into the world. 

There's no question of the fact that you 
and I could act a heart story on paper — or 
off; and I, for one, would eagerly fulfil my 
part. 

Some day we must go into the matter of 
collaboration. What do you mean by " The 
Extermination of Love " ? I shall read it 
voraciously, but the title sounds ominous. 
Is it a bacillus book, with a disappointment 
for the germ-hunter at the end ? But I shall 
get into it to-day. Ah, these days! How 
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empty the rooms seem ! I have my work, but 
the dear Mater holds her hands passively, 
and gazes with unseeing eyes into the past. I 
try to be son and daughter to her, and she 
responds bravely to my efforts, but I am not 
the comfort that she needs. 

Your Lad. 
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June 6. 

Dear Lady: Are you playing altogether 
fair by doubling on me? Several times 
lately I have had forwarded to me from 
some of my friends an inquiry as to my 
identity, " to satisfy the curiosity of the 
Woman's Page editor of The Globed 

Is it worth while going about it in that 
way? Shall I tell you my name? You've 
had but to ask it, and your questions — ^any 
number of them — would have been an- 
swered. ^ 

I rather hoped you would leave our beau- 
tiful friendship in its charming state of 
know-nothingness, would content yourself 
with the man as you know him, and leave 
the rest to time and the Fates. 

Why am I not possessed of equal eager- 
ness to know your name? What would it 
profit me? I am so content with you as 
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you are. Miss Blank would mean nothing 
to me but a wall of convention over which 
I must peer at you, first asking your leave. 
"Daphne" means everything. 

Will not you, too, be content to allow me 
to remain 

Your Lad? 
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9(Bce ox tCbc Globe* 

June 7. 

On Sunday the office is my sanctum. At 
home I am at the beck and call of my family, 
and to-day I feel I must set myself right in 
your thoughts. Last night I could not rest 
for thinking of your doubts. 

Don't be so hard on me, Laddie. I fear in 
my desire to be truthful I have made a sad 
mess of the whole matter. You are imagin- 
ing all sorts of improbable things. Must 
I retell the story? How my brother urged 
me to go in for fiction, suggested collabora- 
tion, but dropped the matter when I dropped 
his men? 

I am always seeking the ideal, unworthy 
as I am myself. No sooner do I think I 
have found it than the awakening comes, 
swift and sure and cruel. Suddenly the 
heavens opened, and yoti dropped out of 
them. Your personality interested me. You 
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showed cleverness, sympathy, and great un- 
derstanding, but I feared you. Why? I 
suspected you might be a woman — ^ten thou- . 
sand pardons — ^there was little to prove 
otherwise. So to satisfy myself I adopted a 
straight-to-the-point plan — though not for a 
moment must you forget that this was be- 
fore we had pledged ourselves to respect the 
incognito of each other. 

To that pledge I have been absolutely 
faithful. My assistant is Miss Lando of 
Reading, and, naturally, I read to her your 
verse. I told her of my answer, and we 
awaited developments. Your reply to that 
was equally mystifying; altogether you kept 
us guessing. One day she informed me that 
a friend from Richmond, who was visiting 
Philadelphia, had told her that Miss Ralston, 
" an estimable lady," was the woman editor 
of The Evening Star. I won't tell you how 
I felt. I cannot ! Your next letter convinced 
me that " someone had blundered," but, 
wpmanlike, I still feared, and so determined 
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to communicate with Miss Ralston, that I 
might get a peep at her writing. At my 
dictation, Miss L. wrote to the lady an epic 
concerning jellies and jams, requesting the 
answer to be sent to Reading, whence it was 
forwarded to us. 

Need I say I was convinced, satisfied, and 
content ? The addition " Society Ed." to 
her signature made me all the happier, be- 
cause she was not even in your department. 
There, on my honour, the matter ended. 
You must not think I have been less honour- 
able than yourself. How that would hurt! 

I have many ways of discovering your 
identity, but I also revel in mystery. Do 
you not recollect that I asked to remain as 
we are? If we are fated to meet, nothing 
will keep us apart. In the meantime I am 
breathing an atmosphere the very gods may 
envy. 

Now I have told you the story, and you 
will believe it, I am sure. 

I am not using you for copy, neither am I 
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writing a book. I am dreaming a dream, 
and you are guarding my slumbers. So 
rest content. Be not " conscious or ill at 
ease " — ^be yourself. The story is still to be 
written, and you must guide the pen. 

Give the poor mother a gentle touch of 
sympathy. I can do no more, and to her 
you must be all things. 

Daphne. 
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Office ot tTbe Svenind Stat* 

June 8. 

Dear Lady: Have I erred beyond hope 
of pardon, or are you an angel of mercy who 
will forgive a contrite sinner ? 

My sin is through ignorance and mis- 
understanding, and really I have been rather 
upset by the " velvet-foot detective " letters 
which demand from my friends here and 
elsewhere that I be held up to view forth- 
with. 

Also the thought that I am being written 
up has rather disconcerted me. 

I'm ashamed of my suspicions, and only 
ask once more to be allowed to bask in the 
sunlight of your favour. Don't say " no," 
Daphne. There are too many clouds arotmd 
me for you to withdraw the light of your 
countenance. This is merely an office re- 
minder. I will write from my study. 

Your Lad. 
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June 9. 

To think that I have caused you one pang 
of uneasiness or worry, dearest Lady ! I'm 
truly sorry, yet truly thankful too that we 
have had this misunderstanding, since it has 
shown me my Daphne in a new and more 
beautiful light than ever before — ^that of a 
tender woman. 

I have thought of you as charming and 
magnetic, yes, and sympathetic as well, but 
you kept your tenderness hidden from me 
and only revealed it in the dear letter that 
came to-day. 

And now we're to begin a fresh picture on 
the old background — z, picture full of har- 
monious colours, with no jagged outlines, 
no glaring effects, but soft and very mys- 
terious, a very Corot of pictures for the 
exquisite depth with which it is to be 
painted in. 
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Can we not hereafter exclude everyone 
from our small and exclusive Paradise? It 
is only big enough for two, no room even 
for the serpent. 

I have finished the " Extermination of 
Love," and I cannot quite say I care for it. 
It is queer and German, and the beastly doc- 
tor should have been operated upon before 
the first volume closed over him. What a 
bounder he was, to be sure ! They were not 
a sufficiently interesting couple to fill two 
volumes; but I am abusing your kindness in 
lending me the book. It served to pass a 
weary midnight hour or two, and I thank 
you for that. I shall return it to-morrow. 

IVe had some long drives with the Mater 
out into the big, fresh country, which 
thrusts its bouquets of honeysuckle and elder 
and "the twisted eglantine" under your 
very nostrils and bids you inhale. 

I was raised in a big, old-fashioned 
garden, in the very heart of the city; and 
though the place and even the house is now 
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but a memory, it is a fragrant one. You 
asked me to give you a peep at my surround- 
ings. My study is a wee room opening into 
my bedroom, quite good enough to type- 
write in or work up syndicate stuff, but 
when I write to you, sweet Daphne, I sit 
always at the North window, which, if you 
but knew it, is our trysting place under the 
stars. 

There is a bookcase to the right of me, 
an affair of six shelves, which fills the whole 
space between fireplace and side wall, and 
here are my three or four hundred "best 
books," with only a green leather protection 
strip to ward off the dust. A book under 
glass is like a woman with a veil perpetually 
over her face. You long to tear«it away and 
get at the reality. But speaking of books, 
dear Lady, do you know I am growing very 
interested in that book we are to write? It 
should be in the form of letters without 
doubt, and I am eager to begin them. It 
must necessarily be a love story. I should 
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like writing one with you, more than any- 
thing else I can imagine. 

Turn the searchlight of your clever brain 
upon it, and evolve a plot ; then let's have at 
it. What do you think? 

Ah, it is too good to have you back once 
more. You know I trust you. You must 
never doubt that. I kiss your dear hands 
and thank you for forgiving 

Your Lad. 
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Mice ot XCbc eioJyc. 

Thursday. 

I have but a moment, dear Lad, but must 
acknowledge your letter, which has restored 
my self-respect, and rehabilitated me in your 
good graces. Consequently I am once more 
at peace. 

Do not send back the unlovely book. It 
is not worth the postage ; but it has fulfilled 
its mission. I will write to-night if possible, 
because it seems to me I have so much to say. 
Whenever you have the desire to say good- 
night or good-morning, irrespective of my 
letters, do so, I beg. Your letters make my 
day brighter. 

The inclosed pictures I cut from the 
Pictorial. The cherubs made me think of 
your book. The other tells its own story. 
Until my letter, the same 

Daphne. 
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June 12. 

Our Book! I love to think of it and all 
it means. It is what I have always longed 
to do. A love story in letters. And to 
think that from the clouds should emerge 
my hero, so thoroughly equipped for the 
part, that in fear and trembling the heroine 
stands abashed. I laughed outright, dear 
Lad, when I read your charming lines, 
"turn the searchlight of your clever brain 
upon it, and evolve a plot." Do you sup- 
pose you are to be an onlooker ? Nay, nay, 
the plot is the kernel, and from your own 
brain must come suggestions. That decided 
upon, the rest, with tremendous dashes of 
realism, will not be difficult to handle. 

In a remote brain cell I have an idea ; it is 
yet very vague, and I must think it out. Do 
you likewise, and we can then exchange. 
No matter how great the temptation, we 
must not meet till our mental offspring is 
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launched upon its career. Thus we will 
each be able to retain a strong and romantic 
interest in the personality of the other, and 
this in turn will tell upon our work. What 
say you ? 

A great pleasure — 2l happiness — is com- 
ing into my life, and I wish you could share 
it with me. Next week I go to Emmits- 
burg to attend the Alumnae reunion of St. 
Joseph's Academy. This is my first visit 
since I graduated, and I am full of the joy 
of meeting old friends. 

I return on Saturday, and hope to find a 
long letter from the South. 

The recent provocation to annihilate me 
was great, I admit, if I proved guilty. I 
tried to be just, to put myself in your posi- 
tion, and thought how wounded I should 
feel if I found you breaking faith. 

Dear Lad, let us have confidence in one 
another, otherwise content will be lack- 
ing. 

You believed you had discovered my ex- 
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tremities of clay. I have them alas ! but to 
you they are yet invisible. I suppose some 
day, in an unexpected moment, they will 
pop out and then— — 

To-night I'm to hear The Strollers. The 
weather is cool, and so I am sure to enjoy 
the music. I dislike extremely to say good- 
bye, and have an insane desire to squeeze 
into the box with this letter. 

Daphne. 
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June 13. 

What luck on an unlucky day, dearest 
Lady, your letter brought me by the office 
boy just as I had put pen to paper to write 
to you. 

I wonder if you can guess how you stirred 
my blood yesterday when I opened the 
pictures, and saw the gracious Margaret 
about to imprint a reward upon the lips 
" qui avaient dit de si belles choses " ? 

Did you mean it, Daphne mia ? 

I'm thoroughly in love with the idea of 
that book. Alas! my brains are about 
sapped of all other ideas, original and other- 
wise. I've been doing such a variety of 
writing-stunts lately for the S3mdicates, I 
would like to drop into the office of " The 
Girl of Ideas" (have you read her?) and 
buy a few. Failing in that, I firmly believe 
you have enough under that shining hair of 
yours to divide with me for a life-time, 
haven't you, dear Lady? 
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I am absolutely sure there's a fine plot 
tucked away in some plot cell in the back of 
your brain, quite ready to be brought forth 
and nurtured on ink. Don't tease, sweet 
Daphne. Let's have it. Be good to me 
this one time, and rest my poor tired brain 
on your satisfying cleverness. 

Who ever wrote a decent letter in a news- 
paper office! Certainly not I. I have had 
forty interruptions, and surely my 'phone 
was never so popular. Yet at home I'm 
rather in a stir. The Mater announced a 
few days ago that my bedroom must be 
freshly papered. She is tremendously 
amused at my choice of paper. I wonder 
if you would be. 

The background is as softly grey as the 
breast of a mating dove, and over its surface 
are scattered in little bunches two or three 
droopy French rosebuds which Pierrette 
took from her bosom, drowsy with its 
warmth, and cast lightly over her balcony to 
the feet of Pierrot, waiting below. That is 
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my version. The Mater is more matter-of- 
fact. She says a wall covered with pink 
rosebuds is the room for a daughter, not a 
son. 

. . . Much Later ... I feel I must ask 
your pardon, dear Lady, for the long inter- 
ruption. A voice came through the tele- 
phone, belonging to a friend of mine: 
" Come up and take luncheon with the most 
beautiful woman in the world." That was 
an invitation not to be resisted, especially as 
the most beautiful woman was one at whose 
shrine I have distantly worshipped for many 
years: so I obediently trotted home, fresh- 
ened up, and sallied forth. 

It was charming, the food delicious, the 
drinks cooling and heartening, and over a 
bowl of nasturtiums beamed at me the veri- 
table " Golden Girl," all in white and her 
most whimsical, delightful mood. The 
other fellow was rather quiet and reserved, 
the hostess was at her best, and our little 
party proved most successful. I had very 
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nearly forgotten the delights of being with 
my fellow-creatures. I have needed no one 
but you, Daphne, you and my work. And 
if I played truant this morning, I have come 
back to you again with renewed zest and 
eagerness. 

Dear Lady, if you knew the amount of 
"running about" I have managed to ac- 
compHsh in the past, you would see how full 
of thrilling interest for me must be a present 
that keeps me so thoroughly happy at home, 
with only your letters to bear me com- 
pany. 

For ten precious years of my life, I 
dawdled, ashamed as I now am to confess 
it. How I regret those years, God only 
knows. The worst inheritance a man falls 
heir to is the knowledge that he is not com- 
pelled to work. When that inheritance was 
dissipated, and I really put my hand to the 
plough, life became worth living. Believe 
me, dear Lady, when I say that I've never 
been happier in all my life than since I knew 
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you. Look into my eyes and see that I 
speak truly. 

Daphne, trust me. You mean more than 
you can possibly guess to 

Your Lad. 
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(Missent.) 

9t&cc ot Zbc Globe* 

June 1 6. 

Wasn't it only natural, dear Lad, when I 
discovered why my heart went hungry yes- 
terday, that I should vow softly under my 
breath, " Not one word of mine shall go 
Southward to-day"; and yet, here I am 
writing as if I were the most spiritless 
woirian on the face of the earth. Why? 
Because your " Daphne, trust me " won the 
day. I do, entirely, fully; but I envy the 
" most beautiful woman in the world " that 
she enjoys what is forbidden me. 

Because the sweets of Paradise are denied 
me, shall I selfishly ask you to abstain? 
Nay, dear Lad, take what you will, only 
bring back yourself. Between us let there 
be perfect faith, absolute trust. 

It moves me deeply to have you say that 
"never have you been happier in all your 
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life before." Laddie, Laddie, think what 
that means to a starved nature like mine. 
Recognising years ago the emptiness of life 
and the futility of living, I quietly took up 
a burden that has become part and parcel of 
my life. If I were to lose it now, I think 
my personality would go also. And so, to 
know that, after all, in someone's life I mean 
something, is indeed a joy. 

That I am giving myself up unreservedly 
to our beautiful friendship, you must see, 
and surely must wonder at my abandon. I 
do. 

I'm closing my desk for four days' free- 
dom, my first holiday in three years. Think 
of me to-morrow as a very happy wo- 
man. . . . 

Yes, I did mean it, only I hope you do 
not sleep with your mouth open, it spoiled 
the picture and the thought. 

I will think hard while I am on the train, 
and will let you know the result. On my 
honour I haven't a plot. Let me find a letter 
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awaiting my return. Write in your study. 
Until to-morrow. You may hear from me 
on the road. I hope you will not be shocked 
by the way I finish this note. Just now I 
mean it. 

I am your happy 

Daphne. 
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Home, June 19. 

Daily I have watched the mails for the 
blue envelope that makes my day, or mars it 
by its absence, and daily I have experienced 
that sinking heart that attends upon hope 
deferred. 

Have you, in returning to your schoolgirl- 
hood, forgotten the present, and all that 
makes it dear to me ? 

How often my thoughts have strayed 
from you, I can easily tell you. They've 
been with you every moment, as you already 
know, if you believe in and experience tele- 
pathic communications. 

A trip is an upsetting sort of affair. 
One's point of view freshen^ or changes 
altogether. One is never quite the same 
afterwards, no matter how short or how in- 
significant the journey. It takes so little to 
unbalance our variable natures. Will you 
be the same Daphne ? Will you come home 
as interested, as charmingly sympathetic, as 
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you were before you left your work — ^and 
me? When one climbs out of the rut, one 
IS pretty apt to find the rut too small ever to 
hold one afterwards; and a newspaper 
office is the worst kind of a rut. Now you 
are out, free, will you accept bondage again, 
even the bondage of an ideal friendship such 
as ours? And have you dreamed of a plot 
for Our Book in your wanderings ? I shall 
be disappointed if you have not. 

I have on my desk the picture of the nod- 
ding poet with his mouth open (I assure you 
my lips are locked in slumber) and the 
charming woman bending above him; and 
when I look at her and read the words be- 
neath, I generate electricity enough to send 
you a thousand-word wireless message. Or 
do they send the things by vibration ! The 
principle is the same, anyway. Fm more 
than anxious for your letter, dear Lady. 

Till then, and always, I am faithfully 

Your Lad. 
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June 21. 
(The very longest day of the year,) 

Do you realise, Daphne, that you have 
kept me on the tenter-hooks of expectation 
and disappointment since the i6th day of 
June? Five days, 120 hours, 7200 minutes, 
and 432000 seconds! A vast eternity of 
time without a word from you, without even 
a hint that you remembered my existence, 
and without, I dare wager, a thought care- 
lessly thrown in my direction. 

You slipped outside of our Garden of 
Eden, and left me, an Eveless Adam, to 
suffer the solitude I would never have known 
had you not taught it to me. 

A Friday for a birthday, a long, luckless 
Friday, and no line from my dear Lady to 
cheer or console! Are you penitent? Are 
you ready to cry mea ciUpa, and wheedle me 
into forgiving you for making me suffer as 
only you know how to do? Not even a 
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cigarette have I had to brace me up (as you 
must have noticed; for I fear me you get 
great whiffs of them through my letters 
sometimes) ; for the Mater has persuaded 
me to hold off a bit and give my nerves a 
chance. If I were to follow my mood, 
Daphne, I should cross the square, board the 
train, and accompany this to Philadelphia, 
and to-morrow morning storm your citadel 
till you surrender. You had better be 
thankful Fm not my own master. Are 
you? When I am, I shall ask you another 
version of that question, face to face. I am 
writing not quite logically, I fear; but when 
you are so provoking. Daphne, Fm not re- 
sponsible. You are raising your eyebrows, 
and saying : " What an ado the man is mak- 
ing over nothing! " in that maddening way 
Vm sure you have. 

I can see you at it. Well, it's not over 
nothing. It's being forgotten for a lot of 
women folks, and thrust aside and treated 
with indifference — a, thing he cannot and 
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will not stand for a moment. Dislike from 
you, rather than indifference. 

I should like to run away with you to-day, 
away from all the world. I should like to 
throw myself down at your feet, and have 
you bend over me and talk to me. I want 
to hear the sound of your voice, and see the 
light in your eyes, and watch the colour come 
and go. I have a feeling that I could make 
it come. Daphne. I don't care for the " loaf 
of bread *' or the " jug of wine.*' I wouldn't 
ask you to strain your voice singing to me in 
the wilderness, but I do covet the Paradise 
of your presence. 

Heaven grant that I may find a letter 
to-morrow ! 

Your Lad. 
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(Crossed.) 

Gettysburg, June 20. 

Dear Lad: It seems a year since I left 
home — so intense and varied have been my 
emotions. Our little party concluded that, 
as it was so near Gettysburg, a day's inspec- 
tion would be most interesting; so after the 
commencement at St. Joseph's yesterday we 
rode over — b, lovely drive of ten miles. 

We have just returned from the battle- 
field, and how pathetic it is! It has sad- 
dened me, and yet I feel that every American 
should visit the place. With what interest 
I regarded the spots where the Confederates 
made such gallant fights! In the carriage 
with us were two officers who had met as 
enemies on that field forty years ago; and so 
I heard both sides. For the first time I 
understood the lay of the ground, and 
grasped the terrific carnage. I am sorry 
your people do not send monuments, it 
would unite us still more. 
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The National Cemetery was the saddest 
. spot of all, where lie nearly a thousand un- 
known dead, the treasures of some loving 
hearts. I made the men uncover as we 
drove through. 

I brought with me a tiny rock, a bit of the 
breastworks thrown up by the Confederates 
on " Big Round Top.'' I fancied it because 
of one hot " Rebel " I know. And that re- 
minds me that I am bringing home a few 
souvenirs, and would like to g^ve you one. 
It is insignificant, but it means to be friendly. 
Have you any feeling about its coming from 
Gettysburg? Tell me: I shall understand 
and not send it. 

My visit to the convent was all I had an- 
ticipated. The Sisters gave me such a re- 
ception that Tm sure they still love me. It 
was delightful to meet the old g^rls ; we were 
so full of the dear gone days. My chum 
was there. She is from Washington, and 
we have always kept in touch. We visited 
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each nook in the beautiful grounds conse- 
crated by our early friendship. 

How peaceful, how beautiful it all was! 
My heart was very full ; so much has come 
into my life since. I left there such a care- 
less, happy girl. Of course we were taken 
to the chapel where the Cardinal gave us 
benediction, and then we sang our old hymn 
to St. Joseph. 

Tm not religious, as I told you; but it 
seemed to me in that pure and exquisite spot 
that we were very close to God. I am re- 
turning home a better woman; such a re- 
union is bound to soften the heart. 

These good Sisters never lose their 
interest in their old pupils, and it surprised 
and touched me to hear the past gone over, 
in which I figured so largely. My record 
for mischief was a top-notch one, yet I know 
I have a very warm place in their hearts. 

Am I boring you, Laddie ? I still breathe 
the atmosphere of my Alma Mater. I re- 
turn to-morrow at 8.40, and will go direct 
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to the office. I wonder if I shall find a 
letter ! 

How are you? I feel as if I had been 
away for months. For the first time in 
three years, I threw care to the winds. I 
thought a great deal of you on Tuesday, not 
at all on Wednesday, and many times to- 
day; so I think I have been quite loyal 
enough to satisfy even you. 

The mail closes in five minutes, and so I 
say au revoir. 

With greetings. 

Daphne. 
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At Home, Sunday, June 21. 

At last, dearest and best of Lads, I find 
myself alone to answer your letter, which, 
despite its sable band, made me happy on my 
return yesterday afternoon. 

We reached Philadelphia at four o'clock, 
and I went immediately to the office, why, I 
know not, as I had arranged matters until 
Tuesday. Surely a magnet was working! 
There was quite a large mail. I put the 
letter to one side until I had gone through 
the others and dismissed Miss L. I wanted 
to be alone. Then, shall I tell you what hap- 
pened? I pressed your letter against my 
cheek, and sent such a friendly thought to 
my Lad. Was there a vibration about 

445? 

I hope you received the letter I wrote just 

on the point of starting, also the one from 

Gettysburg. You make no mention of the 

former, but gently chide me for not writing. 
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Now, dear Lad, it's delightful to feel that 
time lags when my ragged epistles fail to 
materialise at your office ; but if you stop to 
think, only two days elapsed between my 
letters. 

Yes, I have returned just the same, full of 
interest in my work and— other things. 

I danced out of my rut, and if in the 
interim I expanded, I am quite prepared to 
squeeze again into my old surroundings. 
Above all to seek the sweet " bondage " of 
our ideal friendship. 

I am still saturated with my trip, there 
was nothing to mar it, even the weather 
proved propitious. It was one of the few 
experiences when everything happened as I 
had hoped. 

From the Sisters I expected much, and I 
received it; nothing from the old girls, and 
I was agreeably disappointed. 

The night I spent in Baltimore I shall 
never forget. We stopped at the Stafford, 
and our supper — dare I confess it — consisted 
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of beefsteak with onions, a favourite but 
unromantic dish with our little party. I re- 
tired about midnight, very wide awake, but 
counting on at least six hours' sleep. Alas 
for my hopes ! 

Wasn't it John Oliver Hobbes who wrote 
" Some Emotions and A Moral " ? I had 
the emotions, to be sure, but substitute onion 
for moral, and add the hideous racket of 
shifting, snorting engines a few blocks 
away. I could not sleep. 

One, two, three rang out, and still I lay 
looking into the past; for naturally the old 
days would loom up. And, terrible to re- 
late, though it was a lady's chamber, you 
would keep peeking in, demanding recogni- 
tion. 

Finally I put you in charge of my refrac- 
tory ghosts, and whether it was a case of 
sympathetic telepathy — scarcely at that hour 
—or exhausted nature, I fell asleep, and 
could just pull myself together at 6 a. m. 

After that all was plain sailing, and so I 
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return refreshed, rejuvenated, and full of 
anticipations. 

Tell me your birth month; I want to 
look you up in the Zodiac, then I will for- 
ward you a copy. I wonder if you will write 
to me to-day. Perhaps you're writing at 
this hour. Regarding the number of your 
letters, I am becoming rather rapacious. 

Daphne 
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(Crossed.) 

Monday, June 22. 

Dear Lady: I am taking the liberty of 
sending you my third communication in 
twelve hours. The mails will groan, I dare 
not think of what you yourself will do. 

It is the stone of Sisyphus rolled away en- 
tirely — ^your dear letter this morning, and I 
feel like throwing my hat into the air and 
shouting like a lad indeed, for very joy. 
Aren't you afraid to wield such a tremendous 
influence over mere man. Daphne? It is 
rather uncanny — our evident telepathic com- 
munication. We think so often in parallel 
lines. Have you noticed it? 

I am overjoyed that you really kept me 
with you in your thoughts while you were 
away. I am afraid I sent you a pretty cross 
letter, but you will forgive it when you 
realise that its cause was unreasoning jeal- 
ousy and the general tiffishness of one whom 
you have done much to spoil by your gra- 
ciousness. 

I enjoyed every bit of your visit to Gettys- 
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burg. I know the place well, even though I 
viewed it from a Southern standpoint and 
felt my heart bleed for the poor fellows who 
so willingly laid down their lives on that 
scarred battlefield. 

Of course I should like the souvenir. Are 
we not united, you and I, in the tJonds of 
holy friendship? I like to hear a woman 
talk of her Alma Mater. So few of them 
do. They seem to have every other sort of 
love but love for school or college, or what- 
ever it is they call it. 

I like the friendship kept up with the girl 
chum too; that argues constancy and interest 
in other women, which women also seem to 
lose sight of when the dust of school-days is 
shaken from their feet. 

I am sure you have long ago tired of the 
sight of my rugged chirography, which nine 
out of ten of these fellows down here cannot 
decipher, by the way. 

Yours is charmingly characteristic, and 
always a sight for sair een. 

Your Lad, 
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HoME^ June 23. 

You dear, delightful man, you should see 
me surrounded by your chidings, your 
caresses, your suggestions. Like a child in 
a field of flowers, I gather the sweet things 
to my face, and inhale their fragrance. 

Yesterday was dull, stupid. I peeked into 
the letter box, feeling sure of my usual 
budget. Alas! Well was it that "busi- 
ness proved brisk," else someone might 
have suffered. But to-day an embarrass- 
ment of riches. It is certainly very strange 
how often we pursue the same line of 
thought, though so widely separated. On 
Sunday I picked up my Omar and read the 
very verse you quoted, and wondered if you 
too found delight in the many-sided old 
Persian. 

But isn't it delightful that we should be 
sensitive to telepathic influences! You see, 
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dear Lad, I did not forget you even for a 
day ; to be sure for a few hours I locked you 
away, but your return was so welcome, I'm 
sure you forgave me. 

Under some good influence I wrote to you 
on your birthday, and all unknowing bought 
my little souvenir. It is so trivial that I 
shame to send it, but it embodies a thought. 

What a cross-patch you are, to be sure — 
so quick to threaten dire punishment. After 
all, I didn't deserve one little bit of your re- 
proaches, but thought you would receive my 
letter on Saturday, and be grateful accord- 
ingly. You make such delicious apologies, 
and are so abjectly humble and " illogical " 
that I love you for the sensations you evoke. 

Do you know I am becoming frightened 
when I think of writing a story with you? 
I am such a novice, newspaper work having 
been my highest ambition. And when I re- 
member that you are a full-fledged author, 
I grow weak and wonder at my own 
temerity. 
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Promise, if you find me the least bit dis- 
appointing, you will call a halt and pull out 
altogether. I will not be hurt, but under- 
stand that I am impossible, and so will fly to 
my Lad for comfort. 

Yes, I think a love story best, and while 
a tragedy is a bit heavy, things must not go 
too easily with the lovers. There is a 
woman here in Philadelphia who is closely 
endeared to me, and I think I may use her 
as my heroine. She is married, but doesn't 
love her husband, at least I don't think she 
does. 

She has outgrown him in every way — ^an 
old story, you will say — but he adores her, 
and from being master, has become the 
slave. Her spiritual life he vainly tries to 
absorb. She could leave him, but her heart 
is tender, and she will not bring herself to 
think of it. I've seen her so tried that I 
have wondered at the self-control she dis- 
plays. She has a refined woman's horror of 
gossiiq)ing tongues, and as the world looks 
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upon them as a devoted couple, she holds 
that as her compensation. 

This is the woman you must woo— win ? 
I know not. 

I cannot bring myself to think of her 
doing anything dishonourable. 

I've seen her under fire, for her type at- 
tracts, but I feel confident she is " true blue." 
I scarcely think I am betraying a trust, in 
thus writing to you or in making copy of 
her. In all probability you will never meet 
her, and so will be only a paper lover, other- 
wise I might hesitate to make you known to 
each other. As for your hero, I have noth- 
ing to say ; you must make him. 

To-night I go to a big dinner. I wish it 
were a little supper with you. 

Daphne. 
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June 25, 5.30 p. M. 

The habit of writing to you, dearest Lady, 
is harder to break than smoking. This is 
merely to register the fact that last evening, 
between the hours of nine and ten, I felt a 
most distinct thought vibration, sent over 
our special wires from Philadelphia. 

Your personality intervened itself be- 
tween my book and my eyes, till I laid down 
the one and fixed the other on a rose-hued 
space through which your eyes gleamed and 
beamed upon me like twin stars. 

" What is the matter, dear ? " asked the 
Mater solicitously. " Can't a fellow think 
without anything being the matter ! " was 
my ungracious response. Then I went out 
for a stroll. Half a block away I met a 
neighbour (we all know each other inti- 
mately in this little town), a charming 
widow on whom the years sit lightly, who 
beguiled me into her music room, and there 
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in the half light, played to me most glori- 
ously. Chopin, Schumann, the well-loved 
Grieg stormed and wept and passionately 
plead under her fingers. " I am playing to 
you," she said. " I'm thinking of Daphne," 
I answered under my breath : for you fairly 
haunted me, and the music only brought us 
closer, closer till I had but to put out my 
arms to touch you. And you — were at a 
dinner, or the play, having taken the pre- 
caution to " lock me up " again safely at 
home, where I should exert no disturbing in- 
fluence. Isn't it so, Daphne? 

Dearest Lady, the role of the humble- 
minded is not one that you play aptly. Will 
you forgive me if I have piirposely for- 
gotten thie story we were to write? The 
one we are living so completely satisfies my 
brain and heart that I have no room in 
either for a paper heroine. 

My souvenir of Gettysburg is most charm- 
ing. I dedicated it to you by writing the 
little verse I inclose. 
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For the remembrance of me I kiss your 
dear hand. 

Your Lad. 

The Yankees won at Grettysburg 

They claim, but you, true heart and tender, 
A Yankee maid, send me — a Reb — 

The gun that means " complete surrender." 
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Home, June 25, 11.30 a. m. 

Dear Lad : Was I perverse to-day ? All 
evening my letter has been haunting me like 
an evil spirit. I'm sorry you found me 
petulant, but the day has been so gray, so 
discordant, many things occurring which a 
woman may not discuss if she hopes to re- 
tain her self-respect. 

How one's ego does assert itself, and how 
prone we are to regard with haughty in- 
tolerance anything which is not in accord 
with our royal mandates. Self-analysis 
may be dangerous, but self-pity is madden- 
ing, and we should flee it as a poisonous 
reptile. 

Wrapped in the mantle of your silent 
sympathy, I will try to forget it all in rest. 

Good-night, 

Daphne, 
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Home, June 28. 

The glowing picture of the charming 
widow and my Lad does not appeal to me 
one little bit. It seems a pity you were not 
content to stay at home with the poor, heart- 
hungry woman so eager to claim your at- 
tention, but must needs sally forth to fresh 
triumphs to a very Delilah who knew how 
to exercise her wiles. 

I was there and saw just what happened — 
how you pressed her hands, and looked into 
expectant eyes with the ardour of a lover. 

And when the exquisite music began to 
sway your senses, you closed your eyes and 
expected me — ^the other woman being occu- 
pied — ^to come a little closer. 

But I did not, did I? I cannot abide 
harems, and a sultan is an abomination in 
the eyes of any self-respecting female. 
Dear Lad, your little story evens up all sup- 
posed disloyalty on my part — ^times when 
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you were gracious enough to be " jealous " 
of phantoms. 

I was a wakeful Daphne last night, and 
put your letter under my pillow to act as a 
soporific ; not the one containing the widow's 
mite, that I cast forth into utter darkness, 
but the letter in which you call me " dear 
little woman/' I'm not, you know, but it 
had a comfy sound, and I wanted to grow 
diminutive to meet it. 

You are pleased to wax sarcastic over the 
idea of my being " humble-minded," which 
proves that, while my letters have revealed 
certain characteristics, you have yet much to 
learn concerning Daphne. 

My principal fault, and one well known 
to my friends, is a lack of self-confidence. 
Nothing I do satisfies me, and I suffer tor- 
tures of doubt until my stuff is in print. 
Even in my girlhood at Emmitsburg, I had 
to be tremendously encouraged, to play at 
the concerts, though I took first honours in 
music. This weakness has never left me, 



146 Daphne and Her Lad 

but I scarcely think it affects my principles. 
I'm rather immovable when once convinced 
I am right. 

I have not yet told you that Tm again off 
for Gettysburg on Wednesday the ist, re- 
turning Friday afternoon. Some friends 
are making up the party, and insist on my 
joining them. The battlefield holds a 
sacred fascination for me, and I saw so little 
of it on my first visit that I am happy to be 
present on an occasion when the North and 
South will meet as brothers. 

Write, dear Lad, that I may receive a let- 
ter on Wednesday before I leave, and have 
another waiting for me when I go to the 
office on the 4th. 

You see I am a veritable glutton, but my 
digestion is glorious. 

Good-night, and may the angels keep you 
safe beneath their snowy wings. I wonder 
so many things about you, 

Paphne, 
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June 30. 
I suppose I should have tuppence of pride. 
I haven't. Not a line since Friday. 

I am not a mathematician, but just an 
anxious 

Daphne. 
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June 30. 

I am sending you a wee golf trophy I won 
a year or two ago, dear Lady, and I want 
you to wear it, will you ? 

You can't think what a difference it makes 
to me to have a letterless day: for I count 
only your letters. The office suffers, the 
office boy goes lightly, and even my little 
friend, Miss Ralston, feels the influence of 
" the lady from Philadelphia." 

I am ashamed of my life history as be- 
trayed by the Castor and Pollux of my 
Zodiacal sign. My restlessness, my impul- 
siveness, and all the rest of the sad tale, are 
there to the life. Only, you needn't have 
rubbed it in with your marginal notes. 
Daphne, and I do not blow hot and cold 
with the same breath. 

Each one of your letters has a separate 
thrill for me, from the very first to the one 
I had to-day, when I am blown up Salt 
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River and down again for my innocent mis- 
deeds. I am not guilty, Daphne, of the soft 
impeachment. And if you will believe me — 
which you will not, because you like to be 
perverse — I listened to that music with your 
hand in mine, and the widow's wiles moved 
me not at all. 

I am very faithful to you, dearest Lady, 
more so than you deserve, since you are so 
willing to believe me faithless. Could you 
not read the you, you, you, through my let- 
ters? I thought it was provokingly plain. 

Does my smoke fairly stifle you ? It is a 
very sweet Havana; nothing less is per- 
mitted when I write to you. IVe been 
thinking as I watch the mystic curl of its 
breath that women and tobacco are not alto- 
gether dissimilar. Some women, for in- 
stance, are like cigarettes. They burn 
themselves out in the effort to please. They 
are the whim of the moment; to be lightly 
tossed aside for another. They go up in the 
smoke of their own sacrifice. The little 
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widow will serve as an illustration. Others 
are like a faithful briarwood. They sug- 
gest easy-chairs and the warmth of the fire- 
side ; a good book, cheerful companionship, 
drowsy well-being and content. Behold the 
Mater ! 

Others still are like a fine Havana, fit for 
any company so it be of like brand. They 
are looked forward to with eagerness, in- 
haled with reverence. They make their own 
atmosphere, mysterious, beguiling. They 
demand the best. Cultivation and good 
taste are necessary for their appreciation, 
and the memory of them is a fragrance. 
Can you provide the example here? 

And while we're speaking of masculine 
vices, I have just concocted a new drink. It 
adorns the first page of this afternoon's 
paper, and my city editor smacks his lips in 
anticipation. I call it the " Peggy O'Neal," 
and quaff the initial goblet to your health 
and our success. I inclose a dry copy. 

Are we at sixes and sevens, or do I only 



Daphne and Her Lad 151 

feel that you are vexed with me? Ah, 
Daphne, won't you care a little bit for 

Your Lad? 

THE PEGGY O'NEAL 

" Fall into line, all you with a thirst, there, 

Dress up I Mark time ! Forward ! Fours right ! 

Quick wheel! 

Throats that are parching, and tongues that are 
dry there, 

Forward, quick step ! for a Peggy O'Neal ! 

" Halt ! Stack your arms ! Rest at ease for a bit 
now. 
Keep both your eyes on the * man at the wheel.' 

Watch him preparing the season's best hit, now, 
Concocting the world-famous Peggy O'Neal. 

" Peg o' the rye with the dew o' the mom on it, 
A warm hint of Parfait Amour, and the peel 

Of a South-scented lime, with a glint o' the sun 
on it. 
The Venus of drinks is created — Peg Neal. 

" Station a g^ard there of mint-stalks around her. 
Chill her with ice — now for woe or for weal. 

Lift up your glasses with cheers and surround 
her, 
Down with her ! Down with her ! Peggy O'Neal ! ' 



152 Daphne and Her Lad 



Home, Thursday, July 2. 

Your trip to Gettysburg had an auspi- 
cious beginning, I am sure, dear Lady: for 
you must have left your office yesterday 
convulsed with merriment over my letter. 
It was so pre-eminently serious and sober. 

I cannot imagine why you didn't have a 
Saturday letter from me. I wrote so that 
you might get it on Saturday ; then I waited 
to hear your decision regarding our book 
letters before writing again. 

The wireless wires are down between us 
for the time being, Daphne. I've had no 
telepathic communication from you for for- 
ty-eight hours. Is it this trip to Gettys- 
burg? Is it the introduction of business 
into our ideal friendship? Or are you 
merely weary of your Lad? I do not like 
my viewpoint changed. When you are 
in Philadelphia I can place you as I will. 
When you change quarters, go flying about 
the country in search of emotions to Gettys- 



Daphne and Her Lad 153 

burg, Emmittsburg, Baltimore, and heaven 
knows where else, I am as hopeless as a 
mariner with a broken compass, and the 
North Star under a cloud. I drift hither 
and yon, blown about by every wind of 
envy, jealousy, and all uncharitableness, a 
rudderless derelict. 

Come home and bring me into port again, 
or at least give me my bearing^. 

There is nothing so unsatisfactory as 
writing, when such vital interests are at 
stake. Why may I not be allowed one after- 
noon of your time? Just one little after- 
noon, when you give others so many? I am 
growing impatient for that meeting time 
which recedes always, as I approach it. 

I am writing at the North window, and 
outside there are two great trees standing 
close together. I never look out at them that 
my heart is not full of " thee and me." One 
is such a Daphne-like tree, so full of mys- 
terious charm and grace. There are such 
unrevealed depths and beauties, and such a 
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feminine charm about it, that you might be 
the Dryad whose home is in its trunk. The 
other — ^how I envy him! — leans toward her 
all the night long, and guards her in his 
eager arms, bending over and whispering 
so ardently that sometimes she sways ever 
so gently from him, only to sway back and 
into his arms again. 

In the day-time they are just trees, hand- 
some, well-proportioned trees, giving shade 
and protection to the warm and weary, 
making the atmosphere a little purer, a little 
brighter and cheerier for their presence ; but 
when the twilight falls they are man and 
woman — woman and man. I watch them 
fascinated, and long for the old days when 
Venus was kind, and heard the prayer of 
Daphne. 

Last night was a ''wet night." I felt 
3rour displeasure. I felt out of communica- 
tion with you — for the first time since we 
began our correspondence : so I gave m)rself 
up to the wind of destiny, and let it blow 
me whithersoever it listed. 
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* 

The widow of your discontent came trip- 
ping in to see the Mater, two dear old ladies 
followed for the same purpose, and the 
widow and I were left to entertain each 
other, but alas! she speaks to me only 
through her music, and last night I was not 
music-mad : so I dropped her at her door on 
the way to my club. There I found some 
choice spirits in a frame of mind equal to 
my own. I poured a libation to my Maid 
of the Forest, who had eluded me, and 
stirred my brain to such madness. Would 
that I had been more liberal in my libation ! 

I drank to our friendship, to our first 
meeting — ^and greeting — to, I know not 
what, but the " last toast with my foot on 
the table,'' greeted Aurora, the messenger of 
the morning. 

Are you disgusted, repelled ? My grand- 
father Adam said : " The woman gave me, 
and I did eat." His grandson, your Lad, 
says: "The woman took herself from me, 
and I did drink." To-day Tm rather 
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ashamed of such an excuse. At least I was, 
till I glanced over my mail this morning, 
and found no letter from you. Then I for- 
got to care. 

Why didn't you send me a letter before 
you left? Is this — ^but I am writing in a 
circle. 

I am beginning to feel stirring within me 
that hatred for Gettysburg which is latent 
in my blood. Are you one who prates of 
the bond of union, peace, and concord be- 
tween North and South? I tell you it will 
never come to pass until our children's chil- 
dren are dead and forgotten. You— ^the 
conquerors — ^may pretend to forget. You 
may lay memorial wreaths upon the graves 
of our sacred dead, and drop your tears 
above them. But the remembrance is in 
our hearts, the hearts of all Southern-born, 
who gave all but their honour for their 
rights. We will never forget. 

It is the conquered who remember, who 
are forced to remember,— «ven as I am 
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forced to remember you, Daphne, led cap- 
tive by you. While you — ^you wear your 
victory lightly. But I shall teach you to 
remember, too, dear Lady. Conquered, I 
have the spirit of the conqueror within my 
breast, and you shall know its strength, and 
feel its power, and yield because you can no 
longer resist. But- the time is not yet ripe. 

Oh, I expect to be compared to a South- 
ern tornado, a cyclone, a tidal wave; but 
you don't yet realise the tremendous strength 
of a tornado, a cyclone, and a tidal wave 
rolled into one, and that one — ^your Lad. 
When you do — ^but I shall not map out a 
course for you to pursue. 

You are wondering if I am daft, if the 
fumes of the night's orgy still clog my brain. 
Well, perhaps it is a little of both, and a 
great deal of you. To write me a cruel 
letter, which I nevertheless loved because I 
thought you really cared ; and then to allow 
me to awaken slowly to the realisation that 
you meant literally nothing by it — ^that it 
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was dictated by your brain, with your heart 
as stenographer. 

Meanwhile, you dawdle away the hot af- 
ternoon at Gettysburg. Perhaps even now 
some fellow is storming your heart on Gulp's 
Hill, while I sit here quiescent. No, by the 
gods ! not quiescent. If I don't find a letter 
from you to-morrow, I shall go to Gettys- 
burg on the afternoon train, and fight a 
battle and win a victory that '11 bring a cheer 
from every Gonfederate heart that lies 
buried there. 

Your Lad. 
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(Missent.) 

July I, 345 P. M. 

Need I say, dearest Lad, how much I ap- 
preciate your little 'gift! And wear it I 
shall, in my man's necktie, which I don with 
my shirtwaists. For months I have been 
using a rosebud of coral which I bought at 
Atlantic City. Often I have thought of 
asking you to wear it, but hesitated. Some 
day I shall send it to you. Before leaving 
the subject, I must confess something. 
When I saw the little box, a fear came over 
me; how can I explain my feeling? It 
seems a reflection upon yourself. I knew it 
must be jewelry, and I kept saying to my- 
self, " Oh, I wish he hadn't ! " and would not 
open the box until I had read your letter. 

You dear Thoroughbred, you know I 
couldn't refuse a -gift so exquisitely tendered, 
with so much sentiment attached. 

For just one instant I feared you might 
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fail me. You did not, and I ask pardon for 
my breach of faith. 

I will write from Gettysburg. Do I not 
know the meaning of letterless days ! Yes- 
terday and the day before were fair sam- 
ples. I was a porcupine with 'the porky side 
visible. Why did you not write to me? 
Every mail brought a hope deferred. I 
imagined you to be ill, tired of me, with the 
widow — ^all sorts of gargoylish thoughts. It 
ended happily with your letter; but the 
doubt was greater than I liked, so spare me 
a repetition. 

Good-bye. I hate to stop writing, but I 
must. 

Daphne. 
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Gettysburg, July i, 9.50 p. m. 

If anyone had the temerity to attempt to 
use our special wire from 5 p. m. until 9 
p. M. to-day, his efforts would have been 
fruitless. I had entire possession, and if 
you were not conscious of one million vibra- 
tions, there is nothing in telepathy. I had 
provided myself with literature enough to 
last a week ;. not a leaf was turned. I just 
settled myself down for a good "think," 
and felt as fresh at the end of four hours as 
at the end of four minutes. 

It was intensely hot, but until we reached 
Harrisburg everything was quite comfort- 
able. There we changed cars, and found 
indifferent accommodations, hot, grimy, and 
not fragrant. Still there was a bright side; 
many old soldiers were aboard, and while I 
could not hear the talk, I knew by their 
earnest gestures and eager attention that 
again the battle was being fought. It is all 
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so interesting, and I am looking forward to 
to-morrow with enthusiasm. 

My people are out doing the town. I 
begged off, pleading fatigue, and after re- 
moving layers of grime, I turn to you, dear 
Lad. My costume is quite as classical as 
any goddess might desire, and if it be too 
gossamer for your conservative Southern 
taste, shut your speaking eyes and just 
listen. 

Now, to thank you once more for your 
pretty gift. The oftener I think about its 
being your trophy, the more appreciative I 
become. Ten minutes after I saw it, my tie 
had a new decoration, and during the jour- 
ney I gave it many surreptitious pats. Of 
course, I was questioned about it, and, of 
course, I told nothing. But I think I 
blushed. I hop^ I did : it is lovely to hang 
out the signal of stirred blood. 

Dear Lad, don't take me too seriously. I 
read between the lines, but I love to tease. 
When Chopin was being played, I relented 
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and put my hand, oh, so lightly, on your 
brow. You were conscious of the touch, I 
know. Your face was a study. We are not 
at " sixes and sevens." We are at 8, and 
so closely united that there is no begin- 
ning and no end, just light and shade. 

Do I care for my Lad ? Would I be writ- 
ing if I did not? The most satisfactory 
answer I can give. 

Good-night. I wish I were to see you 
to-morrow. Some day our to-morrow will 

come, and then — I wonder 

Daphne. 
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Home, July 5. 

It will be both useless and unkind to add 
one more reproach to the many which your 
conscience has doubtless administered since 
receiving my letter from Gettysburg. I am 
neither " disgusted nor repelled/' Just dis- 
appointed, and there is a hurt in my heart. 

No wonder our wires have been silent, 
torn down by your wild and senseless fury. 
Because Uncle Sam was a little slow in de- 
livering precious cargo, I must needs be 
made the target of absurd and jealous fan- 
cies. Last Sunday I wrote a long letter, 
happy in the consciousness of your appreci- 
ation. I hoped you were doing the same for 
me. Monday and Tuesday nothing. Tues- 
day evening I foolishly swallowed my pride, 
and sent you a few lines, and on Wednesday 
I nearly lost my train, and brought abuse 
on my head because I lingered to the last 
second to acknowledge your letter and your 
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little gift. My letter of Wednesday even- 
ing, written from Gettysburg, tells you of 
my journey and the many sweet thoughts 
accompanying me. And whilst I, refusing 
amusement from others, was using my very 
heart's blood to feed my pen, you were ca- 
rousing and staining your manhood. If 
you had lashed me with a whip of scorpions, 
it would not have been more painful than 
the story of that " wet night." 

I have been forced to regard even the 
thought of intoxication as the acme of suf- 
fering. I feel so strongly on the subject 
that, were I married to a drunkard, we 
should be two at the end of the month — 
that would be my limit. 

And your mother. Laddie, who needs all 
the love and tenderness you can give her, 
what does she think? Surely she must 
know: for that is something no man can 
conceal from the mother heart. 

Tm not a teetotaller, neither am I a prude. 
On the contrary, there is something very 
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fascinating about dallying with the glass 
that inebriates, yet feeling one's self the mas- 
ter. To sit opposite you, with a Peggy 
O'Neal between us, strongly appeals to me. 
But there is a vast difference between that 
and playing the part which eventually means 
degradation. Do you resent my language, 
dear Lad? Your words hold me responsi- 
ble for it, whilst I, with my heart full of 
tenderness, was doing what I thought would 
please you most. 

On my arrival in town on Friday, I 
stopped at the office to see if all was well. 
I didn't expect a letter. I just hoped; but 
because I was a bit disappointed I didn't 
whirl myself into a storm cloud. I waited 
until yesterday for my — reward. I must 
stop talking, lest in spite of the promise 
which opened this letter, I seem to be full of 
reproaches. 

Come closer, dear Lad, and with your 
hands in mine, promise you will think it 
over before flying to such an extreme. You 
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with your bright mind, your ready pen, 
your magnetic qualities, must not abuse such 
talents. If you are too strongly tempted, 
send me a dry scold; don't drown yourself 
and come back, dank and dripping with in- 
vectives. 

I do not like sly widows whom you in- 
sist upon bringing to the front to give my 
heart another nip. I might retaliate with 
tales of one-armed heroes acting as body- 
guard at Gettysburg, but will be more hu- 
mane, and instead, will tell you how I sat 
among the Daughters of the Confederacy on 
Friday at the Angle, listening to the story 
of Pickett's charge. I was there because I 
thought it would please you. At the time, 
I tried to use our broken-down telegraph 
system, which, by the way, I hope it will 
cost you much to repair. 

I inclose Peggy O'Neal literature, which 
I hope you may use. The drink sounds 
tempting, you clever fellow, and my brothers 
had a rush of moisture to the palate at the 
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reading. It makes me very happy to see 
my clippings on your page. The little 
poems I immediately appropriate, and try to 
reciprocate. Have you noticed? I'm fin- 
ishing this letter at the office, where I'm 
reading copy. I am wondering if you are 
writing to me to-day, and if the' wires are 
being repaired. I trust so. 

Please tell me you are sorry. I want to 
forget it all — ^to have my dear Lad back 
again, not the dreadful creature evoked by 
your letter. I will stay in town, and to- 
gether with clasped hands we will both 
steady the rudder. Irrespective of answer- 
ing our letters, let us write to each other 
every other day: that will bring us into 
communication every twenty-four hours. I 
grow dreadfully hungry for news, don't 
you? 

Daphne. 



Daphne and Her Lad 169 



Sunday, July 5. 

It seems to me that my desk o' mornings 
without that touch of colour which your 
letter gives to the dullest surroundings, dear 
Lady, is as utterly an uninteresting bit of 
furniture as one might find on a day's jour- 
ney. But the envelope marked " personal " 
makes its desert waste blossom like the rose, 
and a little bird comes and perches on my 
chair-back, or in my heart, or somewhere 
near me, and splits his little throat with ec- 
static melody. 

I'm writing to you as if I were sure of 
your forgiveness for the mad letter I sent 
you on Friday. I shall never write to you 
again with " fumes " in my brain, or trail- 
ing inglorious clouds from a wet night, if I 
am forgiven this time, dear Lady. It was 
unpardonable to say things I'm sure I must 
have said. With whom did you leave your 
letter to be posted ? I received the one from 
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your office and the one from Gettysburg by 
the same mail. 

I hope you had a better Fourth than I 
had. It was hot as Tophet, and I had had 
no sleep for three nights: so I resolved to 
make a day of it and rest up. Alas ! I had 
reckoned without the weather prophet. The 
town was a seething cauldron of steaming 
heat. I prowled restlessly about the house, 
unable to settle on anything, work or play, 
till finally, in the afternoon the storm king 
drove in upon his black coursers and hurled 
his darts and raged about till the atmos- 
phere was cooled and clarified. Then I 
turned in early, and slept the sleep of the 
desperately wearied till late this morning. 

There comes to me a vision of a cool 
meadow; I have known it in some smiling 
corner of the earth, a swift stream, with the 
willows bending to it, and under the willows 
you, dear Lady mine, and I — only not as 
far apart as that sentence divides us. Close 
enough for you to bend above me, as the 
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willows to the current, sometimes to brush 
my forehead with your hand, to sway to 
my mood and my talk, and to cool and calm 
the passion of my thoughts, with your rea- 
son. 

Ah, this old earth will not be the mag- 
nificent residence place it boasts itself, until 
its transfer system is reorganised after that 
of the Magic Carpet or the Flying Horse of 
the good old Arabian tales. 

At times there's a distinct longing in each 
of us to be egotistical — to pour out our ideas, 
our aspirations, our past and future into 
eager ears. I have this afternonon a strong 
desire to talk to you about myself. To tell 
you bits of my history; dull and uneventful 
as it has been, it will glow with interest in 
the telling with your vivid interest to absorb 
its incidents. 

rd like to begin from the time my own 
mother died, when I was a little newly 
arrived soul in this great stranger world. 
I'd like to tell you of the Pater's marriage 
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with the dearest woman on earth, when I 
was still too young to realise what it meant, 
and of the trouncing I gave the little chap 
who opened my eyes to the fact that she 
was not my own mother. I would give you 
a glimpse of pampered youth, the summers 
spent at " The White," at Bar Harbor in its 
swaddling-clothes days, and abroad. Then, 
the change to fallen fortunes — sl squandered 
inheritance, and finally — ^what the gods send 
to those they love — ^hard work. It's the 
nutshell history of many a poor fellow, 
dear Lady. Nothing new in the telling, 
only an eternal and diabolical novelty in the 
experience. 

In our America, the grandson loses the 
fortune the grandfather strove so hard to 
accumulate, and suffers the consequences 
which, peradventure, make a man of him, 
or else send him straight to perdition. 

My ambitions, I fancy, will save me. The 
regrets for other da)rs weaken as time goes 
on. Only, for the Mater one might wish a 
different fate. 
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I find that I've been talking to you, after 
all, Daphne ipia, without the encouragement 
which the seat under the willows would 
have given me. Have I bored you ? 

I have been reading the " Letters of 
Mile, de Lespinasse," that charming woman 
from whom Mrs. Humphry Ward took her 
equally charming " Julie le Breton." 

It's sacrilege to have published such let- 
ters. I feel it sacrilege to read them. To 
tear open the wound in a woman's heart 
merely to " see its wheels go round." But 
what an abandonment of lov^ is there! 
What a genius for loving she possessed! 
It is wonderful. It is cruel. 

Dear Lady, I pray that a letter may await 

Your Lad. 



. I 
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July 7. 

Daphne, your note this morning hurt 
quite as much as I fancy you intended it to 
hurt. Are you satisfied? Dear Lady, you 
have proved to me long ago that you are 
the wisest woman in the world : prove that 
you are also the dearest, the most loyal and 
generous, by forgiving me. 

I repent of my sins. I doubly repent of 
the volume I sent you that memorable Fri- 
day. I acknowledge I was in the wrong. 
Could " mere man " do more? The thought 
that you gave yourself up to four hours of 
me on your way to Gettysburg, that you 
spent your evening writing to me, has filled 
my heart with all sorts of inexpressible feel- 
ings for you, little woman. I cannot ex- 
plain them. I only know that the real 
woman has been revealed to me in a new 
and more beautiful light than ever before. 
If IVe seemed flippant, ungrateful, it was 
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merely an awkward masculine attempt to 
conceal the real feeling which stirs the 
depths of my being. I thank you with all 
my soul for caring — caring that I made a 
fool of myself, caring that I have shown 
myself " loyal to my sign/' my " dual na- 
ture." If I have a dual nature. Daphne, 
have I not two ways of feeling remorse? 
of being wounded? of adoring? Do I not 
deserve your pity rather than your condem- 
nation ? 

When I reached the office this morning 
and found that by some mistake I had left 
a letter to you stamped and ready to be 
posted on my desk, I said some particularly 
forcible words. You might have been read- 
ing them by this time, and thinking more 
leniently of your poor Lad — ^who is miser- 
erable to have vexed and wounded you. 

I'm about as imperfect as anyone could 
well be, Daphne, but Fm not altogether bad. 
Only to think I held you responsible for my 
" lapse," That gives vc\^ ^ ke^n^r senge of 
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mortification than I can tell you, dear. Alas ! 
that I did not know I was guilty of so un- 
manly a thing. Altogether, you must think 
me a pretty bad lot, and I've no way of 
proving otherwise. Is one evening spent 
with a lot of fellows at the club, drinking, 
the unpardonable offence in your calendar? 
My thirty-one years seem to prove that I am 
a boy no longer, dear Lady, but a man whose 
habits of life are fixed, and I assure you on 
my honour that drinking is not one of them. 
It is of no use to tell you, I suppose, that 
I gave half of last night to " repairing the 
wires " — that you have scarcely been out 
of my mind these four-and-twenty hours. 
If you're still determined to think ill of me, 
I cannot change your decision. Oh, but 
I can, and I will! You shall think well of 
me. Daphne. I will not allow you to harden 
your heart against me. If there is anything 
in will and determination — and I have my 
share of both, I promise you — ^you shall 
learn both to love and honour the Lad whom 
you now condemn. 
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I have fallen into the habit of mooning 
a good bit these evenings. Before I turn 
in I have a talk with the stars and the deep- 
bosomed Night, with breath as sweet as a 
woman's lips and far more caressing. 

It is generally long after midnight when 
these communings take place, and the long 
street is quiet and empty, a belated light or 
two picked out in the windows stretching in 
dark outline on either side, and now and 
then the uncertain footfall of a homing 
pigeon feeling his way from the club. The 
trees are great splotches and masses of black 
and grey, with an occasional half light upon 
their lowest branch just to show that they 
are trees, and not the weird imaginings of 
an artist on his canvas. And the starlight, 
and -the night's breath, and the darkness tell 
me of you. Daphne — disclose you to me as 
you never dream of disclosing yourself. 
Ah, I read your very heart then, dear Lady, 
or perhaps, only those answers to my im- 
patient questions, which I so long to know : 
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for, though Night brings counsel, she is 
most tactful in keeping back disagreeable 
things, and whispering only those for which 
one's ears are eagerly listening. 

Will she promise your forgiveness when I 
next seek her ? 

Your Lad. 
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July 7, 4.30 p. M. 

The fault I condemned in you, dear Lad, 
has proved my own undoing. The wonder- 
ful patience of which I prate is, I fear, a 
m3rth when temptation comes my way. But 
that empty letter box on Monday morning 
kindled a blaze which still smoulders. 

Why don't you mail your letter on the 
day it is written? I felt so sure of a word 
that your silence fell like a blow. That let- 
terless day! 

Your long and welcome talk which 
reached me to-day reduced me to a peniten- 
tial state of mind. I yearn for sackcloth 
and ashes, and this is only a wee word to 
say how sorry I am. 

Will you forgive your repentant 

Daphne? 
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July 8, 7.30 p. M. 

Dear, dear Lad, to-day has been full of 
interruptions and unpleasantnesses: there- 
fore I cannot really write till late to-night, 
and the letter will not be mailed till to- 
morrow. 

I have so much to say to you, and my 
heart is so full from the overflow, that I 
send this little note that you may know the 
wires are in good working order, and your 
letter has made me feel that I am a proud, 
unforgiving creature. Later I will give you 
a peep into the heart which feels mighty 
tender for the Lad. After this, when writ- 
ing, put the hour. It is 30 much more sat- 
isfactory. 

I have been wondering if I should have 
been more frank with you. 

We began in jest, but how earnest we 
have become! 

What does the Night tell you? The 
stars? You talk to them, what do you say? 



Daphne and Her Lad 1 8 1 

Much I have to tell you. Much you should 
know. And yet, why cannot we go on for- 
ever? Do you want me to write what is 
trembling on my lips, or will you wait until 
you can see my heart? I know you are 
writing to me. The wires are quivering, 
and to think that they were so lately down ! 
Am I too romantic? I confess to heaps of 
sentimentality. A man friend dubs me 
" the practical woman with her head in a 
cloud." 

Oh, Laddie, Laddie, as if I could write to 
anyone as I do to you! Your beautiful 
picture of the Night fills me with envy. 
While I am restless and wide awake during 
the wee sma' hours, I am bound and ham- 
pered by my four walls, with only a bit of 
deep blue sky on which to cast longing eyes 
and think — ^things unutterable. 

Tell me what you read in my heart? I 
wish I could show it to you, with all its 
doubts and fears, its burdens and cares, its 
hopes and occasional despair ; and now with 
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the glorious radiance of our exquisite friend- 
ship flooding its innermost recesses. I can- 
not say what I think of you. I only know 
your personality is filling my life with grati- 
tude that in this great old world we two 
have been strangely brought together, and 
that in your power of idealising, I have 
found a kindred spirit. Do you know what 
that means to a starved nature like mine? 
Some day I may tell you more. Now my 
womanhood shrinks from drawing the veil 
too widely apart. 

Don't take counsel of the night. Come 
to me: who will answer you more truth- 
fully, sincerely, and understandingly than 
Daphne ? 

To-day I send you the little pin of which 
I wrote. Some day I hope to see it under 
the square (is it?) chin of my Lad. 

Meanwhile, I am a happy, most self-satis- 
fied 

DAPHNEit 
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July 9, 4.15 p. M. 

So — ^the wires are in " good working 
order " again, and I am forgiven, dearest 
Lady! It's a blessed relief. Yet, do you 
know, Daphne, IVe been asking myself a 
number of questions in the last day or two, 
each beginning with " why,*' each concern- 
ing you very nearly. 

Fve been wondering why I — ^who am so 
impatient of advice and so restive under the 
check rein — have submitted to be questioned 
and found fault with, and scolded till I felt 
a very culprit, and yet, under it all, have 
been as submissive as Mary's little lamb! 

Never since the days when Phyllis' frocks 
grew to shoe-top length, and she gave her- 
self gprown-uppish airs, have I been so 
badgered and brow-beaten; only, in those 
days it was give-and-take with us, and in 
these, I have knelt to kiss the hand that dealt 
the blows, and have lain awake half the 
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night, wondering what I could do to appease 
an angpry maid. 

Your letter this morning sent the glad 
blood flying through my veins — ^affected my 
circulation to such an extent, indeed, that 
the electric fan had to be put on double duty. 

Daphne, dearest, don't let's quarrel any 
more. Even in the making up, there's a 
little sting left behind; and though I will- 
ingly confess that this time it was all my 
fault, you must confess in your turn that 
you have made me suffer quite enough for 
it. 

What should I do without your letters! 
How they lighten the day's work for me, 
line my darkest clouds with purest gold, lift 
my head till it touches the stars, and sing in 
my ears the ringing music of the spheres till 
all my soul throbs with the rhythm. 

Tell me, why should your nature be 
starved, dearest Lady? I think you mis- 
judge it. It's the kind of nature that draws 
sustenance from a thousand interests, a 
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thousand enthusiasms, and keeps itself ever 
fresh and sweet thereby. 

Every torrid day we have had for the 
past week fills my heart with uneasiness for 
your welfare. How are you standing the 
atrocious weather. Do you stay at your 
office very late? I hope you make the hours 
as short as the law allows, and take good 
care of yourself. You know how. Your 
article on " The Girl who Keeps Cool " was 
as good summer-time reading as I have seen 
an)rwhere. 

When you were writing to me yesterday I 
was thinking of you with all my strength, 
thinking so hard that it drew you very, very 
near me. Good heavens ! what bats we are 
with our human eyesight — only capable of 
seeing what is solid, tangible before us. 
You were there between the Mater and me. 
I looked through you when I looked at her, 
and yet so dull were my perceptions that I 
did not actually see you, though I knew you 
were within touch. 



1 86 Daphne and Her Lad 

There's an odd saying I have had by heart 
for years :" Before the eyes can see, they 
must be incapable of tears; before the ear 
can hear, it must have lost its sensitiveness; 
before the voice can speak in the presence of 
the Master, it must have lost its power to 
wound; before the soul can stand in the 
presence of the Master, its feet must be 
washed in the blood of the heart." That 
sounds like a hard road to travel, doesn't it? 
Yet Nirvana is promised to the faithful. 

Does the mysterious, the vague, the sense 
whose power is not yet discovered, appeal to 
you as it does to me, Daphne? Or are you 
a scornful unbeliever in the occult ? 

I long for your letter to-morrow. 

The box came this morning with the 
dear little pin, and the much dearer 
handkerchief, which sleeps near my heart. 
It was like touching your hand to lift it 
from its place, and something tremendously 
like an electric current was folded in it, and 
gave me a tingling recognition as I grasped 
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it, and — ^well, just then Miss Ralston sailed 
in, and it had to be summarily whisked out 
of sight. 

I cannot wear the rose yet ; but I will some 
day. Meanwhile it is where I can look at 
it and remember the " small bud, but full of 
promise " which you sent me at Easter-tide. 

" Miss Ralston," I asked her, " have I a 
square chin ? " She looked at me in a be- 
wildered sort of way, and said : " Why, no, 
it's a perfect oval, and has the faintest sus- 
picion of a dimple in it." 

" Thank you," I said gravely and went on 
with my writing; but each eyebrow was an 
interrogation point whenever she passed me 
to-day. 

I am overflowing with real heart-joy to 
think we're " at 8 " once more. 

God bless you, dear little woman. 

Your Lad. 
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OfSce ot XLbc (Slobc. 

July lo, 5 p. M. 

Dear Lad: May the gods be praised for 
the little dimple: it saves the situation and 
answers your eager questioning. The win- 
some depression contains the secret of your 
exquisite submission to my " badgering and 
brow-beating/' as you are pleased to term 
an intense interest and warm friendship. 
No doubt in Phyllis' day the indentation 
was in an embryonic state — hence your kick- 
ing over the feminine traces. But Fm 
glad, so glad for the hall-mark ! 

Dear Lad, I never want to quarrel: it 
hurts and brushes away a delicious bloom 
which seldom, if ever, returns. Yes, it does 
leave a sting, minute perhaps, but suggest- 
ing terrible possibilities. 

How. I thank you for thinking of me these 
scorching days! It brings you into my 
everyday life, and the interest is for the 
woman — not the Daphne of your dreams. 
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I feel the heat intensely. My room is 
directly over machinery, and a sirocco-like 
current moves up the stairway, enveloping 
us in its blasting atmosphere. They have 
given us an electric fan, otherwise life would 
be intolerable. It blows and changes the 
air, but, oh ! how hot it is ! I try to com- 
fort Miss L. by suggesting the improvement 
our complexions are bound to undergo in 
this torrid zone. I do not look quite dainty 
these days. My sleeves are rolled up, and 
there is a magnificent freedom about my 
throat, hence a private office has its advan- 
tages. My hours are from two to six — ^not 
long, but strenuous — ^and at home, so closely 
built about am I that there is but a strip of 
sky I can look at for a sample of the great 
out of doors. 

I have no plans for summer. One week 
of my vacation is already gone "rushing 
over the country in search of emotions." I 
wish I could give the other to you. I say 
that because it is absurdly impossible. 
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I am glad my bit of sentiment caught 
your fancy. What a pair of children we 
are, to be sure ; but how lovely it all is ! 

In your next letter, tell me your office 
hours, and just how close Miss R.'s desk is 
to yours. I want to know a little bit of your 
daily life. I haven't seen an Evening Star 
for ten days. I am trying to keep up com- 
munication in our paper pages, but it is a 
one-sided affair, so far as my own satis- 
faction is concerned. I know yoii under- 
stand, but I like to see that you do. And 
when my stuff finds favour in your eyes, I 
am the proudest woman in the land. 

Isn't it extraordinary how often we meet 
in spirit? Tell me, could you go on in this 
way forever, anticipating, but never realis- 
ing? It would be the happiest ending of a 
beautiful dream — ^sweet illusions never dis- 
pelled. 

If I said my nature was starved, I meant 
heart ; and now I am beginning to forget it 
was ever hungry. 
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Forget that letter, it was unworthy of me. 
I seldom whine. I am happy, and you know 
it — ^happy in anticipating your letters, hap- 
pier in receiving them, but happiest of all 
when I am alone, and you come to me whis- 
pering that you are my Lad. Are you? 
Nobody in all this wide world to claim you, 
not a little bit? 

I have written every day this week, have 
you noticed? Your letters help me to bear 
this atrocious weather : so play the Samari- 
tan. It means ices and Peggy O'Neals to 

Daphne. 
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July II, I p. M. 

I scarcely expected a letter from you to- 
day, my Daphne, and so was all unprepared 
for the sudden tightening of the throat that 
greeted your well-Ioved handwriting. 

What a blessed thing to have it in one's 
power to give such exquisite pleasure to a 
fellow creature as you give me by your let- 
• ters. Daily they grow more delicious to me, 
more absolutely necessary to my well-being. 
Think of a strong man whose state of mind 
depends solely upon the whims of a flannel- 
shirted postman ! 

There's something so entirely satisfactory 
about your letters, dear. You tell me just 
what I most want to know. It is as if an- 
swer followed question. 

What a selfish fellow I felt last night, 
my Daphne, when I leaned over the window 
seat for my usual star-gazing, and thought 
of you in that hot city with only a patch of 
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blue above you! What particular star do 
you see there ? I will look at it and worship 
it for my own. My bedroom windows face 
North, to you-ward, and my thoughts flow 
through them in a direct channel. 

I had intended spending^ my afternoon 
writing to you, but it is a dull day at the 
office. I hear the forms being made up in 
the composing room already, and that means 
I have some time to myself. 

How shall I better employ it? When I 
accepted the editorship of the Woman's 
Page, it was with the understanding that it 
should not interfere with other work I was 
doing at home : therefore my office hours are 
even shorter than yours: for here I merely 
edit my stuff, read exchanges, and look over 
my mail. 

Sometimes I have thought of going North 
to seek my fortune, but somehow, I cannot 
muster the courage to leave Virginia. A 
fellow once died and went to Heaven — ^have 
you heard this story? — ^and there he found 
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everything to his taste except, in one comer, 
a poor chap manacled and chained to a post. 
" Why don't you send him below, where he 
belongs ? " he asked of St. Peter. " Be- 
cause he belongs here," replied that Worthy 
sadly. "He is only one of those damned 
Virginians wanting to go home ! " You see 
my position. 

At home I work like a good fellow. The 
Mater peeps in sometimes, but I wave her 
away with a brandished copy paper, and she 
flies for refuge to her own floor. 

My office here is next to the boiler room. 
You can fancy the genial glow that it im- 
parts to the dividing walls a day like this. 
There are two big Southern windows, how- 
ever, which save the situation, and to-day, 
scorching as it is, everything has to be 
weighted down to keep it from taking a 
flyer. 

From them I can see a bit of woodland 
across the turbid, tawny James, and I never 
look over there that it doesn't fill me with a 
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renewed longing to be out and away with 
you. There is something so wholesome and 
fresh about you, Daphnfe. That's why I al- 
ways associate you with the beautiful out- 
of-doors. 

When two o'clock comes, something im- 
mediately begins to distract my attention 
from my work, and I've only found out to- 
day, stupid as I am, that it is your arrival at 
your own office, that we are sitting at oppo- 
site desks, and that you are compelling me 
by your thought of me. 

Are you, Daphne? 

Your Lad. 
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Bryn Mawr, 2 p. M., July 12. 

Dear Laddie: Not to write to you on 
Sunday would be like breaking the Sabbath. 
I am becoming selfish about the day. It be- 
longs to you exclusively, and when we are 
kept apart, I am discontented: so to still a 
clamorous conscience I proceed at once to 
discuss what is most irresistible — ourselves. 

I am staying with relatives a few miles 
from the city. Two sons have gone on a 
canoeing trip, paddling a tiny craft down 
the Susquehanna, and I am here to extend 
comfort and cheer to the stay-at-homes. 

Of course my days will be spent at the 
office, but the nights, I trust, will prove more 
comfortable than in the broiling town. 

Last evening I felt just a little worn out, 
but to-day being a trifle cooler, I respond 
most cheerfully. 

Tell me more about yourself. Your 
everyday life is beginning to appeal to me, 
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and last night long after midnight, with the 
moonlight filling my pretty little room, I 
thought how tragic it would be if you fell 
ill, and I should know nothing, only that 
your letters would cease. 

So, you have a double duty, a double in- 
centive, to keep well for the " Mater," — ^may 
I use the pet name? — ^and for Daphne. 

I hope there may be a letter when I arrive 
in town to-morrow. 

When you mail your letters at midnight, 
I do not get them till 4.30 next day : so Fve 
learned to curb my first throb of disappoint- 
ment, and wait with sweet uncertainty for 
the afternoon mail. 

Do you know I keep one'of them with me 
always ? 

There is the call for tiffin, and so I leave 
you for my daily bath of iced tea. No in- 
gredients for Peggy out here. Take one 
and bless 

A very torrid 

Daphne. 
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Sunday, July 12, 11 a. m. 

Now I may sit down and really talk with 
you, dearest Lady. The Mater has been 
seized and borne off on a car journey by a 
charming little cousin who is spending the 
week-end with us, and I am alone with you 
— a blessed loneliness — which I embrace 
with rapture. 

There's a delicious breeze sweeping over 
my part of the earth, and the trees are whis- 
pering all sorts of confidences to each other. 

I hope their gossip may reach you. Per- 
haps it does, after this fashion : 

A Mischievous Breeze crept up from the South, 

** I've a joke to tell," said he, 
And he whispered it straight to a row of Elms, 

And a Larch and a Lone Pine Tree, 
And they shook and shook and swayed in their 
mirth 

With laughter like hum of bees, 
And the Elm Tree cried, as she held her side, 

** O you naughty, you wicked South Breeze ! " 
Just what the joke was I have never found out, 

— ^The South Wind's a terrible tease, — 
But I know when I see the sway of a tree, 

It's some joke of that Mischievous Breeze. 
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That's pretty bad versifying for the Sabbath 
day, but I have grown weak-minded from 
the heat of the past two days. 

Why is it so "absurdly impossible'' to 
give me a week of your holiday? Do you 
mean you would tire of me in less than that 
time? 

To whom will you give it if not to me? 
I have two weeks and nothing to do with 
them. I have not even dimly formed a plan, 
unless you will let me adopt yours, and fol- 
low you wherever you go. 

Atlantic City is rather a good place to put 
in a few days, but alas! I have a whole 
cottageful of relatives there, and if I have 
no other theory of life, the one to which I've 
always strictly adhered is — strike out for 
yourself in vacation time ! 

Though I distrust my logic, and make 
light of my earnest endeavours, I always 
treat my smallest inspirations with due 
politeness ; and this I call an inspiration. 

Of course I have noticed the verses on 
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your page, and have thought myself a con- 
ceited chap a score of times, to read between 
the lines. You can imagine what it means 
to me, therefore, to know that you really 
meant them for me, and that the lines were 
made to be read between. 

What a complete woman you are. Daphne 
mia! How thoroughly satisfying, and yet 
how thoroughly exasperating too at times. 
The most delicious woman combination on 
this green, hot old earth. 

There was a heart-leap when I read in 
your letter that you had one of mine with 
you always. Then I calmly realised that 
you could not very well help yourself, since 
I so surround you and deluge you with let- 
ters that it must sometimes be an impossi- 
bility to step over them to get in and out of 
your office. See how sane I am when you 
would turn my brain and put it through its 
tricks, dearest Ladv. I want every moment 
of your time that you can spare me. If half 
the communications I send arrive safely, 
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you have no choice but to give me your 
thoughts. 

I believe I forgot to tell you yesterday, 
that my office hours are from 1.30 to 3.30. 
Also that Miss R.'s desk is in touch. Not 
that I have the slightest desire to touch it. 
You know what Browning says : 

'* The little more and how much it is, 
And the little less and what worlds away ! " 

Do you see the application ? I*m sorry I 
could not have waited till afternoon to write 
to you, when probably you will be writing to 
me. I love to feel the wires vibrate under 
my fingers, and the pen fairly fly out of them 
with eagerness to translate my thoughts to 
you. 

By the way, the little cousin who is with 
us is also a writer of books. Several years 
ago I proposed collaborating with her in a 
letter book; but we had a like trouble with 
the man your brother proposed to you, we 
knew each other too well to make such a 



202 Daphne and Her Lad 

thing possible or interesting. How thank- 
ful I am to have waited : for this is one of 
the few genuine happinesses that has come 
to "him who knows how to wait." Dear 
Heart, am I to wait so long for all I desire? 

Is there no such thing in the world as a 
quick reward? I dare not tell you how 
much you are to me, what a thrill of interest 
you lend to a life that would be strangely 
barren, strangely unhappy, without you. 

There was one once — ^but that was heart- 
throbs ago, and her grave holds my mem- 
ories. She cared for me, how deeply only 
my love for her knew. Since then, there 
has been little in life for me but work, till 
you came. Daphne, and bade interest wake 
again. 

For four months we have known each 
other as two people rarely know each 
other in this world. I have opened my 
heart to you, and you — have you not some- 
times given me a true glimpse into that in- 
tricate woman's heart of yours? Have I 
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not seen the first step of its winding stair- 
way at the top of which stands Happiness, 
her red lips curved into the smile that half 
reveals, half conceals her mysterious soul ? 

Must I fight my way upward step by step, 
or with a bound clear them all and seize that 
glowing, tender figure in my arms! I am 
impatient of the means, I want the result. 
Alas ! I see your smile mocking me. Sweet- 
heart. You point to that hated Zodiacal 
sign beneath which I was bom, and I read 
what you have underlined : " They crave 
knowledge, but are exceedingly impatient 
of methods." I am, I confess it, so impa- 
tient that I would gather you in my arms to- 
day, at once, and fly with you to the utter- 
njost parts of the earth. 

Do you keep everyone at arm's length as 
you do me, Daphne? And do you expect 
patience at such a distance ? 

My astral body is with you to-day, 
whether you see it or not. As you write, I 
am bending over you, touching your hair so 
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lightly with my lips that you put your hand 
up to push back a stray lock that the 
'* wind " has blown away. Ah, Daphne, 
Daphne, do you care for 

Your Lad? 
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Monday, July 13. 

Daphne dearest, what have you done to 
me? What is it that thrills my heart so, 
and gives me moments of such unutterable 
happiness ? 

Last night I took my dog and my stick 
and tramped through miles of moonlight, a 
whirligig of happiness in my heart, a merry- 
go-round of memories in my brain. I saw 
Queen Mab and her fairy court. I heard 
the chorus of the gnomes and elves and 
dryads. The Pleiades chanted in unison the 
great first song with which they beguiled 
Adam waiting mateless for his Eve. My 
soul was steeped in the compound essence of 
all the poetry that has been written since 
King David's day, and reflected all that shall 
be written till the star dust flutters thick 
upon the Milky Way and time is not. 

Straight down the pathway of the sum- 
mer moonlight I walked through a hushed 
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and solemn world. There was no suffering 
anywhere, no sickness, no death. The sons 
of God had inherited the earth, and all was 
peace. 

There was no sleep for me, nor did I need 
sleep. You glowed upon me. By starlight, 
by moonlight, by the glaring light of the 
noonday sun and the artificial light of man 
I have studied my heart's picture of you — 
and I love you. 

Daphne, give me next Sunday. I will 
come to you at your office, at your home, 
anywhere that we can be alone together. 

The day will be all too short to me : for it 
is to you and of you that I long to talk. 
Sweetheart. I await your reply with anx- 
iety: for I know how steadily — for some 
unknown reason — ^you oppose a meeting be- 
tween us. It has hurt me at times. I 
haven't quite understood. But you will ex- 
plain that and many other things that puzzle 
me now, when we meet, will you not ? You 
see I do not say if we meet. I am bringing 
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all my strength of will to bear upon your de- 
cision. You cannot fail me, you must not. 
My happiness hangs upon the thread of that 
meeting. 

You know how to make me the happiest 
fellow in the world, Dear Heart. You will 
not refuse 

Your Lad. 
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(Telegram.) 

If you must ccwne, come on Sunday. 

Daphne. 
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HoME^ July 14, 10 A. M. 

Good-morning, my Laddie, my Castor, 
my Pollux — who rules to-day? 

A very disappointed woman sent you a 
regretful sigh last night. I had builded on 
writing to you, until sleep made sandy eyes 
at me, then, with a warm thought South- 
ward, I turned to woo a coy Morpheus who 
is sometimes ill-bred and will not heed my 
entreaties. 

In the office I can manage a letter to you, 
because there silent labour is respected, but 
among my own people I am made the target 
of domestic interrogation. 

You must not jeer at my carr)ring your 
letters about with me. They are a great 
comfort. One stays with me night and day 
until replaced by another. Long trolley 
rides are considerably shortened by the re- 
reading of what I want so much to believe, 
and at night I am no longer lonely, pleasant 
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thoughts taking the place of restless ques- 
tioning. 

Early this morning I came into town, and 
here, in this great empty house, I am abso- 
lutely alone with the lad, whom I must 
heartily scold, or mildly reprove. 

Can you imagine the effect your Sunday 
letter had upon my well-trained nerves? 
Will it satisfy you to know the havoc created 
in a thoroughly disciplined bunch of emo- 
tions? Even the most conservative woman 
sometimes enjoys being swept off her feet 
by a strong masculine personality, but, my 
dear, I insist, do you understand, I insist 

« 

that you do not mean what you say. Or — 
you won't like this, though you said it your- 
self — you have grown " weak-minded from 
the heat of the last two days." 

Your verse — I love the lilt — ^saved me 
from incineration. 

Whilst reading it, that "mischievous 
breeze " played hide and seek among my 
lovelocks, lowering my temperature, an4 
whispering th^ secret it refused to you, 
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Why do you want to destroy our beautiful 
idyll by forcing a meeting? You cannot 
deny that the charming mystery which sur- 
rounds our correspondence has brought to 
us both an exquisite pleasure of an ideal 
kind. Why end it all ? Why introduce the 
actual, the real, and lose perhaps forever 
what may come but once in a life-time! 
You say you have waited. Be patient a 
little longer, dear Lad. Ages ago you 
begged me not to tear aside the veil. 

God help me, it is I now who make the 
same prayer. If it pleases your pretty 
fancy to place me upon a pedestal or spiral 
staircase a la Sappho, beware that I do not 
employ black art and disappear from your 
vision forever. 

Tell me what you hope to find? That I 
am a woman you know, because I have 
given you many peeps into a woman's heart, 
but my life — ^you know nothing of that 
which masters me. If I were to obey the 
dictates of the one, I should be obliged to 
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ruin the well-being of the other. And so, 
when the brimming cup is held to my 
parched lips, and I ask but a sip, you, in 
your splendid masculine assurance, snatch 
it away because in your turn you would 
quench a thirst which might be satisfied at 
another fount. 

How good you are to take me so much 
into your life: for I am often very lonely, 
and it makes me happy to feel that I am 
something to somebody. In the meantime 
I think only of you as one in dreamland. 

Some day you may be my great waking 
thought. If I have had doubts, they have 
been of myself, lest in many ways I prove 
unworthy of your friendship. Suspicion of 
you I have never had, and if I " keep you 
at arm's length *' as you say, be thankful 
that, knowing my own weakness, I can be 
strong. 

To your letters I owe many perfectly 
happy days, and dare not dream that I have 
made any sort of return. When I write, I 
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feel like one who has been suddenly stricken 
dumb, a full heart failing to find expression 
in everyday platitudes. 

In my life, which is so repressed, I can 
think of nothing more beautiful, more satis- 
fying, than spending a week in your society. 

Woman is so constituted that when she is 
deeply moved, she must bare her very soul. 
Sometimes I can scarce control the desire to 
tell you of my life — yet it is the story of 
many women— only my temperament has 
made me suffer a thousand deaths. I am 
happier now than I've ever hoped to be, and 
I show it. To-day whilst dressing — ^and 
thinking — ^my eyes grew so soft and smiling 
that I laughed aloud for joy. One of the 
artists, who is my good friend, never fails to 
say " What is it ? What are you doing to 
yourself ? " I laugh and answer, " Good 
health and a good salary," but I bubble all 
over. 

To think it is you who have wrought this 
miracle, a being of whose existence, six 
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months ago, I knew nothing. Dear Lad, are 
you satisfied? Let us stay as we are. I 
am content with the present ; who may know 
the future ! 

Don't think for a moment that I am un- 
happy. There are many compensations to 
round out a full life which grows troublous 
only at times. 

There was one period — it seems a century 
ago — when I looked at the world and my 
particular suroundings with unknowing 
eyes. You would smile pityingly if you 
knew my ideals, my hopes, my aspirations of 
those far-away days. Not one has been 
realised! At first I could not understand. 
It meant unhappiness and intense disappoint- 
ment, but as the years pass, conditions 
dovetail themselves, and to a certain degree 
I have grown apathetic. Perhaps I've lost 
much, but what matter since no one feels it 
but myself. Work has been my salvation, 
filling my life with intense interest, so neces- 
sary to my temperament. What people call 
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temptations are around me always, but 
harmless as snowflakes. 

Sometimes I think life would indeed be 
bearable if, casting aside conventionality, 
the freedom-loving soul could seek its kind. 
Are you horrified, dear Lad? You with 
your conservative ideas of housing and pro- 
tecting your woman- folk? But we are hu- 
man, like men: therefore we cry out when 
we suffer. 

You speak of a reward. What do you 
want? Tell me your thoughts, what you 
expect. I am not a foolish girl. I may be 
a weak woman — who knows! This letter 
is full of inconsistencies, boasting of a 
strength which is honey-combed with weak- 
ness. Forgive it. I throw myself upon 
your chivalry, and know I shall not appeal 
in vain. Do not come yet, if you care one 
little bit for me. Let me have my way this 
time, for oh, Laddie, I am a wise woman. 
I will finish this at my office, for I feel there 
will be a letter waiting me there. 
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5 p. M. — My dear, what a letter I have 
just read! Surely you do not really mean 
to come. After reading the first part of my 
letter, you will not have the heart to insist. 
Delay means so much to me, yet I tingle to 
my finger tips at your delightful way of set- 
tling the question. Have I hurt you by 
postponing what is sure to come to pass ? 

I have not meant to do so: for I would 
spare you all possible pain. There are many 
reasons, oh, so strong! for which you must 
trust me. Some day all will be cleared up, 
and you will forgive me. 

I wish I could write as I feel. You must 
trust me, you must. 

I don't want to tose your friendship. I 
need it more than I can possibly tell you, 
and, let me whisper, to " make you the hap- 
piest fellow in the world " is indeed the 
wish of 

Daphne. 
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HoME^ July 15. 

Dear heart, what am I to think of your 
vagaries ? On the very heels of the telegram 
giving your reluctant consent to an Elysian 
Sunday, comes a letter begging me in such 
terms not to seek you out^ that I would be 
hard and cruel indeed not to obey you. 

I will obey, dearest. But let us go over 
the matter quietly together, your hand in 
mine. Then if you still refuse — ^but my 
mind discards such an impossibility, as being 
utterly unworthy of you, Daphne. 

You think it unaccountable that I should 
care for you, knowing you as I do only 
through your letters. Nothing is stronger 
or better founded than the sentiment for 
which one can give no reason. 

I can give you no reason for mine, other 
than I have already given you, that you are 
you. I've grown so to depend on you, my 
Daphne. You have been my life these past 
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weeks. The long, sad days when, it seems 
to me, every possible irritation that flesh and 
spirit are heir to have been my portion, and 
when without you as lode-star, without the 
new interest you have put into my life, I 
must inevitably have gone to pieces on its 
rocks, they have taught me to love you, to 
love the spiritual woman with all her tender- 
ness, her sympathy, her loyalty and truth. 

There's a sort of mystery about your 
references to yourself that continually per- 
plexes me, yet I shall not ask to pierce it. If 
you have your secret, why should I insist 
1^ upon wresting it from you? In due time 

I you will tell me all. Dear heart, to me the 

■ 

whole ideal warp and woof of our friend- 
ship is brilliant with hope and promise. 
That you have given yourself up to it unre- 
servedly is what makes it. Reluctance 
would be its death. 

I can see no future for me without you. 
Are you happy, my Daphne? Then I bless 
whatever gods have given me share in your 
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happiness. If the days hold half for you 
that they do for me, if your waking and 
sleeping thought is for your lad, as mine is 
for my Daphne, then you must know a bit of 
the ecstasy that thrills me at thought of you. 
What a marvel of moods it is that can so 
change the whole face of the Universe! 
Life has lost its commonplace. I breathe a 
rare atmosphere — yours — ^and walk by the 
light of your star. Am I satisfied? Ah, 
dearest heart of mine, am I not ! 

For the rest, I am become a " brother to 
dragons and a companion to owls." The 
good-fellowship for which men loved me 
has forsaken me. I'm the poorest company 
in the world. I need, as Carlyle did, a 
whole solar system to myself, that I may 
people it with one and only one individual — 
you. 

"What do I hope to find in Phila- 
delphia ? " you ask. You, the flesh-and- 
blood woman whose spirit I know and love. 
" What reward do I want ? '' 
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Again I answer, you. What greater re- 
ward is there for any man ! 

Ah, my Beloved, is it my incomparable 
conceit, or do I read between the lines that 
you care for me — ^a little? No, do not an- 
swer me now. Let me take your answer 
from your lips on Sunday, when I shall see 
you. For I shall see you, Daphne. You 
cannot refuse me now. I have laid bare to 
you my heart. Let me come. Let us go 
off somewhere and find the little singing 
stream and the willows of my dream — ^find 
it together and dream beside it all the deli- 
cious morning hours, your hand in mine, 
your heart and your eyes answering mine. 
Ah, I am the thirsty soul, dear one. You 
will not snatch the cup from my lips now, 
will you ? Is it so hard for you to give up 
your will to mine ? Be generous and yield, 
dear heart, to 

Your Lad. 
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(Telesjam.) 

You have conquered. Come on Sunday. 

Daphne. 



i 
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Thursday, July 15. 

I have just wired you to come, and while 
my heart is burning with your exquisite 
pleading and tender logic, I beg you not to 
delay, but come at once. Now that your 
will is mine I fear something — I know not 
what — will cruelly keep us apart. I am 
trembling with a new and strange dread. 
Let me see you before my world turns into 
a wilderness. Let me hear your dear voice 
if for ever afterwards my senses are bereft 
of you. 

For a short day I shall be to you the one 
woman in the Universe, and oh, dear Lad, 
if I am not what you dreamed, if I fail in 
one little particular to realise the being 
around whom you have woven such won- 
derful and idealistic fancies, I humbly pray 
your forgiveness. 

My heart will never let you go. Do you 
wish that it should? 

Daphne. 
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July 16. 

Heart of mine, do you mean it ? that I am 
really to come to you on Sunday, really take 
your dear hands in mine and look into your 
eyes and listen to your voice? There will 
be no disappointing telegram, no change of 
mind to dash my hopes to despair again? 

An infinity of waiting is before me : for I 
cannot leave town till Saturday evening, 
and Sunday — my brain whirls and plays me 
strange tricks when I think of Sunday— our 
day, our perfect day together. 

I feel that the gods will be propitious, 
gods of wind and weather and that elusive, 
smallest god of all, Cupid the wistful, the 
wary; shall we go in search of him hand in 
hand — we two — and bring him back be- 
tween us? 

Ah, Daphne, my heart grows riotous 
when I think what the future holds for me ! 

Do you remember, Dear Heart, that you 
do not know my name, that you haven't told 
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me yet where I may see you or at what hour? 
Are you, too, a little mad, my Daphne ? 

Shall I keep the visor down a little longer, 
or lift it here and now? No, I have a fancy 
for telling you my name and hearing your 
dear voice repeat it after me. I shall regis- 
ter at the Bellevue as Thomas Ladd, of 
Richmond, Va., and I shall expect a note 
awaiting me, giving me the clue to Eden's 
gate. Let me come to you as early as 
possible, and give me every hour of the 
day that you can possibly spare, my Be- 
loved. I am hungry for them all. For- 
get that you have a family or a home or 
anyone else in the whole world but your lad, 
and let us go away somewhere together, as 
far from the madding crowd as possible, and 
tell our heart's deepest secret to each other. 

Mine you have long ago guessed, dearest 
heart. Yours — will you tell me yours ? Is 
It what I long to hear? The very thought 
thrills me and holds me silent. 

Ah, my Daphne, not for one short day 
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alone, but for every day throughout time 
and eternity you will be the only Woman in 
the Universe to 

Your Lad. 
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July 17. 
(To Thomas Ladd, Esq., Bellevue Hotel.) 

I have put my card with my address into 
this envelope. Come at half-past ten. 

I can scarcely realise that in a few hours 
I am to see you ! Will we ever be the same 
again, I wonder ! The future may be yours, 
but you cannot deprive me of the past. I 
am wretched. I want you, and I am afraid. 
Is it premonition ? 

Daphne. 
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Bellevue Hotel, July 30, 3.30 a. m. 

Since we parted this evening, Daphne, I 
have walked miles and miles of these Phila- 
delphia streets, striving for calmness, for 
self-possession, for some answer to the mad- 
dening question that throbs unceasingly 
through my brain. 

And this has been the ending of " our 
perfect day," the day in which soul was to 
meet soul, and ask and answer and be satis- 
fied !• Not in all the world is there so lonely 
a soul as mine to-night. Daphne. 

A hundred bitter times have I gone over 
and over again this day through the long 
hours of my vigil, remembering every mo- 
ment of it with sickening clearness. Again 
my heart thrills to the glad lilt in your voice, 
" At last, Laddie, at last ! " 

Were ever two souls in closer, more per- 
fect accord! There was not a rift, not a 
ripple, until — My God! Daphne, you have 



228 Daphne and Her Lad 

imposed upon me a burden that no mortal 
man could stand up under ; you have sent me 
from you and bade me bear my life bravely 
alone. But I cannot. I will not. You 
shall not demand it of me. Alas ! I am but 
injuring my own cause. 

At first I could not understand your an- 
swer. You had to repeat it over and over. 
Perhaps that is why the words burn like fire 
in my brain now. " Laddie, I love you 
with all my life! to the very depth of my 
heart, and the very height of my soul — ^but 
I cannot, cannot leave him!'' 

Fool that I was, I had never even sus- 
pected the existence of him, and yet — ^your 
hints of " domestic infeHcities," " domestic 
lapses," endeavoured to warn me of this 
man who claims you as his rightful posses- 
sion, this man who has fallen from man's 
high estate to the very slough of deg^da- 
tion. This once brilliant physician, who 
has not only thrown away his power of heal- 
ing others, but who can no longer heal him- 
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self. The beast who would sell his soul, 
aye, and yours too, if need be, for a few 
grains of cocaine to dull and deaden his be- 
sotted senses. 

I plead with you. I implored you. 
Daphne, you were as deaf to me as if you 
had never listened to the sound of my voice, 
never told me in a thousand precious ways 
that you love me. You refused to shake off 
this dead body to which you are chained, 
and which, according to your moral stand- 
ards, you must drag about with you till the 
grave yawns for it. 

Yet you loathe this man. He is abhor- 
rent to you. In the eyes of the law, in the 
eyes of Almighty Grod himself, he has no 
claim upon you; yet for him you would 
sacrifice not only your own soul, but the soul 
of one who loves you as never man loved 
woman. 

Daphne, I appeal to you through your love 
for me — ^the love of woman for man that 
passeth all understanding, the love that 



230 Daphne and Her Lad 

makes gods or devils of us, that gives us life 
or death, heaven or hell for our portion. I 
appeal to you through my love for you, — 
the love that, trust me, will swing wide the 
very gates of Paradise for us, and close them 
fast forever when we have passed therein 
together. Through our mutual love, our 
perfect and ideal love, I appeal to you to 
leave this man and come to me. 

Not now — see I am quite calm, quite my- 
self again, dear heart, but when the law re- 
leases you from any claim that creature may 
have upon you. Ah, my beloved, don't steel 
your heart against me with false notions 
of duty to him. 

Yield, yield to me now, my Daphne, as 
you must yield some day: for I shall never 
give you up, never suffer in silence, never 
bear with patience your decision. You 
know me better than to ask such a thing of 
me, dear. I am but a man, with all a man's 
limitations and longings and passionate de- 
sire for the woman he adores. 
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Don't treat me like a disembodied spirit, 
but give me a hope for the future, a warm, 
vital hope to feed my soul on while I wait 
for you. Let your heart answer me. 

Ah, I believe — I know — ^you will not fail 

m 

me, my beloved. Once more your lips cling 
to mine in the passion of renunciation, but 
it is not to be renunciation. My heart tells 
me so, vibrating with that kiss. Every 
fibre of my being pleads with you. Daphne. 
Listen. Answer. So soon as the world 
is astir, I shall send this to you. I need not 
tell you how impatiently, yet with what hope 
I await your answer. 

Your Lad. 
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An hour ago I thought there existed no 
•more miserable a creature on earth than my- 
self, but after reading your heart-broken 
words, I wonder that I dare live, that the 
dark waters of Marah, thrice embittered, 
have not closed over my doomed head. 

Before midnight, when least able to bear 
the struggle, I was called upon once more to 
witness the degradation of him who calls 
me wife, to shrink from the bestiality of the 
man whom my girlish fancy regarded as 
little less than a god, to whom I had pledged 
my young heart with its wealth of hopes and 
aspirations, and who, after a few years of 
intermittent happiness, cruelly taught me 
how hollow was the bond between us. 

It is pitiable to think how long I lived in 
ignorance of the potent enemy so surely 
undermining my happiness, my life. One 
never-to-be-forgotten day the hideous truth 
was forced upon me. Then, only then, I 
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realised that I was bound to little less than a 
madman. Dear Lad, I have gone through 
racking nights of torture, followed by such 
days of remorseful agony and absolute de- 
basement that in my misery I have prayed 
God to take me from it all. 

When my dear little baby came, I knew 
for a few brief months the exquisite bliss of 
motherhood, but above the cradle lingered 
the curse, and when heart and arms were 
left empty I could only cry, between an- 
guished sobs, " Thank God for taking her! " 
With loss of friends and influence, came 
poverty. Many times I have known hun- 
ger, and one awful night we walked the 
streets because every shelter had been de- 
nied us. But God was merciful, and in time 
I learned to help myself. Under the sooth- 
ing influence of my work, I have been 
tau^t to endure with courage; yet through 
the work I love so well has come the crown- 
ing sorrow of my life. 

But why harrow your heart, why add to 
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your misery ! Last night was but a repeti- 
tion of many that have gone before. While 
morning brought him merciful imconscious- 
ness it left me broken in spirit and body, 
yearning, dear heart, for you and your ten- 
der love. 

Your letter was brought to me, and like a 
little white messenger of hope it lay in my 
hand while I clung to it, shedding bitter, 
bitter tears. 

For a moment I had neither courage nor 
strength to break the seal, knowing full well 
the struggle before me. Then I read and 
lived once more the one beautiful day of my 
life — listened again to your imploring words 
so full of glorious promise — found tender- 
ness and firmness of purpose in each 
line — the old masterful spirit I so dearly 
loved — ^veiled by pity and forbearance, all, 
all finding echo in a starved, despairing 
heart. 

Had you been beside me, dear one, this 
letter might never have been written; the 
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broken, suffering woman cried out for love, 
for help, and hand-in-hand we might have 
gone forth, not to the promised Eden of our 
dreams, but to an everlasting Hell of 
Regret. 

As I grew calmer I grew stronger; loving 
you far better than my own happiness, I 
could see but one way, the cruel, thorny way ; 
for oh, Laddie! the fetters that bind me to 
the man I vowed to love and cherish, the 
father of my dead child, are forged of steel, 
and " until death do us part " must I cling 
to this shadow of an illusive past. 

Mine must be the hand to restrain his vio- 
lence, my voice must soothe his delirium, 
and though every fibre of my being shrinks 
from his lightest touch, still must I obey the 
" inner voice." 

I may not prate of conscience, I who lured 
you on to suffering. Where was my 
womanhood, that it did not take alarm at 
the subtle thrill your every letter brought — 
the joyous flush that filled my throbbing 
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veins as day by day I saw you coming closer, 
nearer! How happy have I been; aye, and 
a better woman, kinder, gentler, more con- 
siderate of others for whom life holds no 
joy. 

The world was changed; the dear, com- 
monplace old world became fairy land, with 
you, dear Prince, the ruler of all. That I 
have wronged you beyond palliation, I know 
full well ; mine be the blame, and would that 
mine were all the punishment! 

Why were we not satisfied with our ideal 
friendship, the beautiful bond which made 
our thought and speech as one, and which 
might have been the joy of our lives ! 

Now our friendship is a lie, and our love 
would blast us if we did but let it live. We 
must be as if death had come between us, 
with tender memories to sanctify, but not to 
stain. Cannot you see, beloved, that never 
again must we meet, that in spite of our 
ideals we cannot destroy Love, and set up 
Friendship in its place I We must live and 
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endure to the very end, and after the first 
bitterness has passed, perhaps we may be. 
Laddie, what we might have become to- 
gether. 

You will go away, dearest and best of 
men, but you will not forget me. Though I 
belong to another, though I live by his side 
while my soul revolts and shudders, yet will 
I remember and long for the day — ^the mar- 
vellously glad day — ^when I shall be taken. 

God, so merciful, so tender to his erring 
children, will not be angry that I think of 
you — ^and love you. For in my soul I shall 
be yours, and hold all that is eternal in me — 
all that is immortal — all that does not return 
to mother Earth — ^virgin for you — ^my love 
and my life! 

Daphne. 



THE END 
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THE ROMANCE OF PISCATOR 
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A tale of how the trout and landlocked salmon temporarily 
lost their magic for Piscator before the mightier spells cast by 
the Peri; how he was greatly tempted by circumstance, and 
offended ; how complications ensued when ne followed the Peri 
and her " anglemaniac " father ; and of wanderings, adven- 
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climax. 

THE MICMAC 

By S. Carleton. With three decorations by Adam Bmpib. 

Though in this tale four ** humans " are duly human, and excite 
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by Eliot Keen. 

The action of this stirring tale occupies but a single night, from 
dark to dawn. The scene and period are among the most pict- 
uresque in history,— Florence in the twilight of the Medicis. Ac- 
cording to the principles laid down by that great historical 
story-teller. Von Kiehl, the principal characters— a French gentle- 
man, sent by Charles V. to report on the sentiment of the Floren- 
tines, his hodY servant, and the heroine— are all fictitious. But 
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fall in with, including the treacherous banker, Strozzi (m whose 
prison-like palace much of the action passes), the dissolute Duke 
Alessandro, his despicable kinsman " Lorenzaccio, '' Cardinal 
Ippolito, and others. Effective coloured sketches of the Strozzi 
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the book. 
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with the surest of sure pens, ... an author who recalls the old tra- 
ditions that there were once such things as good writing and good 
story* telling." 

CRITIC : 

" In each of these stories he has presented some out-of-the-way 
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to protect him from himself. She is a most womanly heroine, in 
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The story of the adventures of three American engineers and 
numerous attendant natives, on an excavating expedition into the heart 
of an Egyptian desert. They disregard the warning on the outer portal 
of a great tomb, and a repeated warning on an inner door, and enter 
to the utmost depths of this resting-place of one of Egypt's mighty 
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HENRY HOLT AND COMPANY 

Publishers (m '04) New York 



Some thirty genial satires on subjects of universal interest. 

The Thoughtless Thoughts of 

Ciarisabel 

By ISA CARRINGTON CABELL. 

i2mo, gilt top, $i,%S net (by mail |i.37). 

The topics include: "The New Man," "The Child," "One's 
Relatives," "The Telltale House," "Servants." "Dinner Parties," 
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unquestionable . . . written with a delicacy of style and a 
happiness of expression that very few essayists of today pos- 
sess . . . peculiarly dainty work. . . . The moods in 
'Carisabel's' book are as many as the moods of a woman, 
but always in comedy and pathos, there are the same ten- 
derness and delicacy. The book is distinctly worth reading." 

N.Y. TRIBUNE: 

"New points of view presented in sprightly fashion." 

N. Y. COMMERCIAL ADVERTISER: 

"Clever conversation, bright, graceful dabs of opinioa 
and epigram." 

WASHINGTON STAR: 

"Her wit is keen and pointed." 

WASHINGTON POST: 

"Extremely clever and thoroughly amusing." 

PUBLIC OPINION: 

"Witty, easily moving comment on the world and the fol- 
lies thereof . . . delightful, but at the same time thor- 
oughly wise." 

PROVIDENCE JOURNAL: 

"The author has some exceedingly pertinent and illumi- 
nating things to sa^ . . . written m a vein of whimsical 
humor and gentle irony, as of one, who, looking on at the 

fame of life, sees all the shams and insincerities, and yet 
nds it worth while." 

BALTIMORE SUN: 

"There is apparentlv no limit to Mrs. Cabell's versatil- 
ity. . . . She has a Iceen perception of what is ridiculous 
or amusing . . . originality^ periection of style, pun- 
gency of comment and depth of penetration." 
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^ An absorbing tale of a modem mystery, in which the 
horror of the opening situation is but lightly touched on, 
and the chief appeal is made by ingenuity, dramatic situ- 
ation, and suspense. It starts with the finding of a New 
York banker, stabbed to death in his office. The lawyer 
who finally unravels the tangle does so in a highly original 
manner. There are many stirring incidents, while the 
scenes shift from New York, partly in the French quarter, 
to an ocean steamer and to France. 
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" If you like a detective story take care you read a good de- 
tective story." This is a good detective story, and it is the 
better because the part of the hero is not filled by a member 
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the most ingeniously constructed detectivei stories we have 
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NEW YORK MAIL AND EXPRESS :- 

Worth reading . . . ingenious without violating proba- 
bility. 

SPRINGFIELD REPUBLICAN :— 
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all-around good one.** — Brooklyn Eagle, 



The Lightning 
Conductor. 

The Strange Adventures of a Motor Car. 

By C. N. and A. M. WILLIAMSON. 

^ The love story of a beautiful American and 
a gallant Englishman, who stoops to conquer. 
Two almost human automobiles, the one 
German, heavy and stubborn, and the other 
French, light and easy-going, play prominent 
parts. There is much humor. Picturesque 
scenes in Provence, Spain and Italy pass be- 
fore the reader's eyes in rapid succession. 

Nation : ** Such delightful people, and such delightful scenes. . . . 
It should be a good, practical guide to those about to go oyer 
the same course, while its charming descriptions of travel afford 
an ample new fund of pleasure, tinged with envy here and there 
to the stay-at-homes. ' * 

N. T. Sun : "A pleasant and felicitous romance." 

Springfifld Republican : "Wholly new, and decidedly entertaining.** 

Brotklyn Eagle : **A novel novel and an all-around good one." 

Chicago Post: ''Sprightly humor . . . the story moves." 

Boston Transcript: ''Can hardly fail of a popular vote of approval.'* 
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Merry Hearts 

By ANNE STORY ALLEN. With Frontispiece by Eliot Kkn. 

Miss Allen's stories, notably "By the Favor of the Gods," 
in a recent Harper's Monthly^ have won acceptance by our 
leading magazines. This, her first book, tells of certain experi- 
ences of two bachelor girls in New York (the one a painter of 
miniatures and the other a writer of idyllic tales), who wrest 
happiness from unpromising circumstances. 

TIMES* SATURDAY REVIEW: 

" Bear it in mind, there is nothing brighter or better in its cheer* 
ful, dainty, trifling way ... a little simple story of young love and 
good fellowship, with a touch of genuine and appreciable pathos . . . 
with no waste of words. 

N.Y. TRIBUNE: 

"The laughter and sentiment are unforced ... it fills 
an hour in capital fashion." 

LITERARY NEWS: 

"This story has really pleased a verv old and very worm 
novel-reader, and is heartily commenaed as calculated to 
cheer up the readers." 

SPRINGFIELD REPUBLICAN: 

"It will cheer and entertain." 

A Duke and His Double 

By EDWARD S. VAN ZILE. 
With Frontispiece by Florsncx Scovxl Shinn. ^d Impression. 

A tale of New York life today that has most of the quali' 
ties of a rattling comedy. The Duke's Double is an engaging 
mystery. Staggering as the Chicago Flour Merchant's plan for 
substituting him for the Duke appears, it is carried out with 
much plausibility. 

N. Y. commercial ADVERTISER: 

"Genial farce-comedy, impossible complications and droll 
cross-purposes . . . carried to a finish with such an air of 
assurance that only when the last page is turned does the 
reader realize how preposterous it all was." 

N. Y. TIMES SATURDAY REVIEW: 

"Buoyant, frolicking, even boisterous farce. . . . We 
can honestly commend Mr. Van Zile's book as good summer 
reading ... a book to really read when one is in no 
mood lor serious thought.'' 
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FOURTH EDITION, with a new chapter by H. E. KREHBIEL, 
coyering Richard Strauss, Cornelius, Goldmark, Kienzl| Hum- 
perdinck, Smetana, Dvorak, Charpentier, Elgar, etc. 
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Music and Musicians 

Translated by WILLIAM MARCHANT. 

With additional chapters by HENRY £. KREHBIEL on 
Music in America and The Present State or the Art or Music. 

With 94 Illustrations and $io examples in Musical Notation. 518 pp., iimo, 
I1.75 net. By mail, I1.91. 

Q A brilliant, sympathetic and authoritative work cover- 
ing musical sound, the voice, musical instruments, con- 
struction aesthetics and the history of music. A veritable 
musical cyclopedia, with some thousand topics in the index. 

W. F. APTHORP in the Transcript :— 

Admirably written in its way, capitally indexed, and- of genuine ralue 
as a handy book of reference. It contains an immense amount of 
condensed information on almost every point connected with the art 
which it were well for the intelligent music-lover to know. . . . Mr. 
Marchant has done his hard task of translating exceedingly well. , . . 
Well worth buying and owning by all who art interested in musical 
knowledge. 

W. J. HENDERSON in the N. Y. Times :— 

A truly wonderful production; . . . a long and exhaustive account 
of the manner of using the instruments of the orchestra, with some 
highly instructive remarks on coloring. . . . Harmony he treats 
not only very fully, but also in a new and intensely interesting way. 
. . . Counterpoint is discussed with great thoroughness. ... It 
seems to have been his idea when he began to let no interesting topic 
escape. . . . The wonder is that the author has succeeded in 
making those parts of the book which ought naturally to be dry so read* 
ablt. ... A style which can be faurly described as fascinating. 
... It will serve as a eeneral reference book for either the musician 
or the music-lover. It wUl save money in the purchase of a library by 
filling the places of several smaller books. . . . A complete directory 
of musical literature. . . . One of the most important books oa 
music that have ever been published. 
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